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Floors look best when cleaned with 
Old Dutch Cleanser. It leaves no 
greasy film to collect dirt or show 
footmarks. This natural, soft, flaky 
cleanser quickly removes all the 
robb a ae- bole Me (e\-1- Me ole) am -iepe- tee ome) am tel lebac 
the surface. Contains no lye, acid 
or hard grit. | 


Spick and Span 


Old Dutch is economical because 
the flat, thin, flaky particles clean 
a great amount of surface with a 
small amount of work. 


A little Old Dutch goes a long way. 
Use it for all cleaning. 
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like the glowing, heavy-laden evergreen which St. 

Nick will bring to the great thoroughfare on this 

Christmas Eve of 1922: it will bear gifts for every 
month in the year, for every age, for every taste, and the 
best of it all is that the festivities won't be over with the 
holidays but will continue for a whole year—until, indeed, 
the \.uletide rolls round once again. 

First of all, as a monthly gift for the countless families 
on McCall Street, a series of remarkable talks by Gene 
Stratton-Porter, the most widely read and_best-beloved 
author in America today. McCall’s is the only magazine to 
which Mrs. Porter has ever consented to contribute regularly. 

Hendrik Willem van Loon, world-famous author of 
“The Story of Mankind,” will be represented in our columns 
through most of the year with his “Story of the Bible,” 
which, we consider, is the finest non-fiction serial ever 
printed by any American periodical 

Fannie Hurst, W. L. George, Scott Fitzgerald, and many 
others of like distinction, will contribute timely articles of 
importance to these columns. 

Robert W. Chambers, Ethel M. Dell. Louis 
Vance, Samuel Merwin, Ruby M, Ayres, May 
Rafael Sabatini and Emerson Hough, all will have serial 
novels in McCall’s during coming months, as well as others. 

Booth Tarkington, Nalbro Bartley, Ethel M. Dell, Fanny 
Heaslip Lea, Holworthy Hall, Royal Brown, Achmed 
Abdullah, P. G. Wodehouse, Struthers Burt, Sophie Kerr, 
Willard Huntington Wright, \ E. mo Charles G. D 
Roberts, Mary Austin, Stephen Beat e Avery, Lucian 
Cary, Kate Jordan, Mary Synon Lacie Vat Slyke, Hugh 
McNair Kahler, Albert Payson Terhune, Clarence Budington 
Kelland, Adela Rogers St. John, Artbur Train, George 
Weston, Arthur Roche and others, all will have short 
stories in these coming issues—surely the most amazing array 

of authors any magazine has brought together, and a 

—- list that presages for McCall’s some of the very finest 
fiction to be published this coming year. 
[Further announcement on page 50] 


Nite has Christmas tree shone on McCall Street 
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CHRISTMAS COVER, “Angel with the flaming 
sword driving Adam and Eve from the 
Garden of Eden.” . By Arthur E. Becher 

THE TYRANNY OF POSSESSIONS ... 

By Gene Stratton-Porter 

THE HONORABLE BURFORD. (A Com- 

plete Novelette). . By Ethel M. Dell 
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GOOD WILL TO WIVES. (A Short Story) 
By Helen Topping Miller 
THREE WISE —s (A Short Story) . 
By Laura Spencer Portor 
THE STORY OF THE BIBLE 
By Hendrik Willem van Loon 
THE DOGS OF WAR. . By Arthur Stringer 
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IS 1922s BOLD GIRL A BAD GIRL, TOO? 
By Lucian Cary 
(Part III) By Louis J. Vance 
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DOUBLE DOOM. 


If your magazine wrapper is stamped “EX- 
PIRES,” your subscription expires with this 
copy. Send your renewal within ten days, so 
you will not miss the next number. 
All subscriptions are stopped promptly 

at expiration unless renewed. 
Should you change your address, please give four 
weeks’ notice. Give your old address as well as 
your new address, and, if possible, the date you 
subscribed. 
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HIS is a very poor subject for me to write upon, 
because, according to the demands of common 
honesty, I should have to stand up and plead 


guilty to allowing a large group of my pos- 
sessions to tyrannize over my time and strength 
unmercifully, and I am forced to admit that I 
have not the strength of character to break my chains. 
However I have the common sense to see what I am 
doing, and I would like to suggest that it would be a 
fine thing for women who have greater strength of char- 
acter than I to rid themselves of useless and encumbering 
possessions 
One thing I can advocate whole-heartedly: If you 
must keep things in your possession that are a nuisance 
anda burden, for old sake’s sake, you can at least use 
all the judgment you have in the question of acquiring 
further~possessions, and discrimination in the choice of 
things that are useful 
I should hate to sit down and figure up the hours of 
my life that I have spent, each Spring and Fall during 
the semi-annual house-cleaning, in caring for blankets 


woven from wool from the backs of sheep I played among 
as a child; quilts too precious to use, exquisitely pieced 
and quilted by the hands of my mother or my elder 


sisters; and hand-woven coverlets dating back to the time 
of Peter and John Hartman of Wooster, Ohio, purely 


American in character, all wool foundation, dyed with 
vegetable dyes of home manufacture, and hand-woven 
in exquisite patterns, some of the rarest of which my 
mother owned in my childhood. Then there is a long 


list of garments worn by loved ones, of bits of jewelry, 
bonnets, the baby’s first hair cutting—shelves and shelves 
of personal impedimenta of no earthly use to anyone, each 
with some memory or association that makes it difficult 
to discard it. I do try to make use of the hand-woven 
coverlets, and occasionally of the patchwork quilts; but 
ever since I can remember I have been lugging around 
the world with me a quantity of stuff that takes time and 
care to preserve and that really is of no benefit to me 
or anyone else, 


B 1f Gene Stratton~Porter 
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Are You One of Ghose Women 
Who Care Goo Much 
About Things? 





Mrs. Porter says: 

“| should hate to sit down and fig- 
ure up the hours of my life that I have 
spent each hovse-cleaning in caring for 
blankets too precious to use, and quilts, 
exquisitely pieced and quilted by my 
mother, hand-woven coverlets dating 
back to the time of Peter and John 
Hartman of Wooster, Ohio. 

“‘My china cabinets are crowded 
with dishes I never use and so precious 
that no one’s hands but mine must 
touch them. 

“I should like to be a cyclone and 
blow with violence, first through my 
own home, and then through the homes 
of some of my friends, carrying away 
forever useless rugs, pictures, china, 
glass, and impedimenta of all sorts that 
are not useful, not ornamental, and 
which add more burdens to the long 
list that may very aptly be described as 
‘woman killers.’ 

“Those things that clutter up the 
average home, could be used by ex- 
tremely thankful hearts somewhere.” 


z 


has some memory or association that makes it difficult to discard it 


ranny of Possessions . 
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Sometimes amusing things happen in this connection. 
I was a married woman in my own home at the time of 
my father’s crossing. Among the things in his possession 
he gave me a black silk hood having a quilted head piece, 


_ a large roll of silk around the face, and a quilted curtain 


with some pleated fulness at the back, finished with a 
black bow and long silk ties. These hoods were commonly 
worn by everyone when I was a child. They were beau- 
tifully made, and of brilliant colors for the young people. 
My mother had been gone since my childhood. . After 
father’s death I carried the bonnet home, and before I 
had put it away there came a day of particularly cold 
and bitter stormy weather, when it was necessary that I 
should make a trip down town. Happening to see the 
hood as I was ready to start, I discarded the hat I was 
wearing and put on the hood, tying the bow under my 
chin with short loops and long ends as my mother had 
worn it. It made an extremely handsome head covering, 
and I looked as well in it as I was capable of looking in 
anything. I took a second glance at the raging storm 
outside and decided that I would wear the hood on my 
errand. During my trip I had some business in a store 
where I noticed a couple of young women who were 
clever seamstresses and did sewing for the village. Going 
down town a week later I was dumbfounded to meet 
these two young women each wearing an exact duplicate 
of my mother’s hood. I was told later on when they 
discovered that they had spent their time and money 
imitating an antique instead of the very latest quirk of 
fashion, they were so enraged that both of them vented 
their indignation in tears. I am still taking care of the hood. 


S I go through this semi-annual house-cleaning process 

I find things on my walls I wish I had the courage 

to drop on the bonfire. The closets are a task. I 
could easily earn one thousand dollars with my pen while 
I. am cleaning one of them. The china cabinets are 
crowded with dishes I never -use and so precious that no 
one’s hands but mine must touch them, There is the 

(Turn to page 50] 
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Christmas morning — and in 
come the greatest artists ! 


The surprise and delight of a Victrola 
for Christmas! Music appropriate to 
Christmas; music for every day in the 
year; music so lifelike that the greatest 
artists select the Victrola as the one in- 
strument to carry their art into the 
home. Buy a Victrola this Christmas— : 
but be sure it is a Victrola. $25 to $1500. a woe 


word ‘‘ Victrola’’ identify all our products. 
Look under the lid! Look on the label! 


Victor Talking Machine Company, Camden, N. J. | 
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Tvory Soap comes in 
a convenient size and 
form for every purpose 


Medium Cake 
For toilet, batt irsery, shampoo. 
¢ laundry Can be divided in 
two for individual! torliet use 
Large Cake 
Especially for laundry use Also 


preferred by many for the bath 


Ivory soap Flakes 


Especially ye washbow! wast 
Sample 


quest to Division 14-1 || 
Department of Home “ie TVORY FY 
Economics, The Procte ; age § 
4& Gamble Company a FLAKES | 
Cincinnati, ¢ 2 a 
KJ BL 
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OME MOTHERS ‘‘wish-there- 

was-a-law’’ to keep children 
from getting dirty when raw winter 
winds begin to blow! 


Chapped hands and faces —how 
cruelly they hurt! They often 
result from the extraction of the 
natural oil from the skin by harsh 
soap. 


Here is one effective way to guard 
against this possibility. 


Let your children wash in Ivory 
Soap and warm water—not hot— 
a dozen times a day if need be. 
Only be sure they dry the skin 
thoroughly. 


Ivory lather, you see, is mild and 
gentle, and it rinses off easily and 
completely, leaving the skin clean 
and smooth and weather-proof. 


IVORY SOAP 
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Whenever soap comes into contact with the skin—use Ivory. 


Look out! here comes the frost chap! 


Your ows face and hands, too. 
After Summer’s pleasant warmth, 
they must get used to Winter’s keen 
blasts. Though your skin be as fine 
as a baby’s, Ivory will help to pro- 
tect it against Winter’s harshness and 
keep it healthy and soft. 


Husbands like Ivory, especially. 
Men don’t enjoy deep-sea diving 
for soap in a bath-tub — Ivory Soap 
Aoats! 


Wouldn’t you like to have, in ove 
soap, all seven of the desirable quali- 
ties and properties a fe soap may 
have — purity, mildness, whiteness, 
fragrance, abundant lather, easy 
rinsing, and “‘it Hoats’’ ? 


Of course you would! And Ivory 
gives you every one. 


Procrer ‘& GAMBLE 


(men) 994% PURE 


. 2 
Iv PAATS 
ur LOAT? 











Copyright 1922, by The Procter & Gamble Co., Cincinnati 
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A Fascinating Novelette, Complete in this 


Issue, by the Author of “Charles Rex” 


He had been watching her with languid eyes for a long time. “You are taking great care of me, nurse,” he murmured, “I wonder why?” 


The Honorable Burford 


RTHUR, old boy, are you awake?” 

The voice came out of the dark- 
ness of a stifling Indian night and 
went out in silence. Of the speaker, 
who was stretched on a _ charpoy, 
scantily clad in pajamas, nothing but 

his cigar-end could be seen. 

A pause followed the question. Then, “Yes,” came the 
answer from the opposite side of a blaze of lamplight, that 
flooded the middle of the veranda from a window. “Can’t 
you Steep, Cheviot ?” 

“Sleep!” echoed the first voice. “Who could sleep in 
an inferno like this? Besides’—with an effort—“I don’t 
want any sleep tonight. Oh, Arthur, how in thunder shall 
I do without you, old fellow? Call me a fool if you like. 
But I dread—” The cigar-end was flung into the darkness. 

Arthur Darrell got up suddenly and moved into the 
lamplight, 


By Ethel M. Dell 


Illustrated by Howard Chandler Christy 


“Rot, my boy!” he said, with great gentleness. “This 
heat is getting on your nerves. Feel equal to walking up 
and down for a spell? Of course I’m sorry to leave you 
out here. But you'll get on all right. And it isn’t forever. 
You will be home on leave before many years.” They 
moved together into the shadow beyond the lamplight. 

When he spoke again, Cheviot’s boyish voice was sharp 
with impatience. 

“And this brute who succeeds you! How I detest the 
thought of his taking up his quarters here. That beastly 
scent he uses nauseates me; the anteroom reeked of it 


’ 


tonight. And the stuff he smokes, and his get-up 
—his eye-glass, his drawl. The fellows christened 
him ‘The Honorable’ directly they saw the way 
he walked. I never saw such swagger in my life. 
A sneery, cold-blooded, bad-tempered beast he is.” 

“Not so loud, you idiot! He'll hear you!’ 
muttered Darrell. 

Burford, the new captain, sitting reading in his room, 
heard the voices, one sharp and distinct, the other cautiously 
lowered, and a queer smile played across his face. He was 
a fine specimen of mankind, this man who had just been 
so unflatteringly described by one of his future subalterns 
tall, erect, muscular. But there undoubtedly was an un- 
pleasant kind of studied ease about his bearing, a conscious, 
accentuated swagger. 

His face was handsome, but his expression stony, and 
there was a settled sneer about the clean-shaven mouth. 

[Turn to page 20] 
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Even In Far-off Places of the Lonely Countryside the Yuletide Breathes of Peace on Earth 














Halfway across the draw she crashed headlong into a groping figure. “I thought you were hurt, thought you'd fallen down those stairs!” 


Good Will to Wives 


By Helen Topping Miller 


T Christmas, a body needs folks. 
Hosea Dock, locking the toll money 
in the tin box and putting out the red 
light at the end of the bridge, realized 
this as he stumped into the lonely 
little toll house, at midnight, with the 
tide slipping in to buffet the piles on which the house was 
built, and the fire in the airtight stove dismally low 
Never before in all his cheerful fifty-five years could 
Hosea remember being lonely. The feeling appalled him a 
little, made him bewildered and incredulous. Always before 
he had been so busy, so many people had needed him, so 
many hours had had too few minutes for the things he wanted 
to do. Now a hollow pall of emptiness seemed suddenly to 
descend as he remembered that this was Christmas Eve, and 
that tomorrow there would be no one to say, “Well, I’m 
thankful we got a goose—turkeys are se high!” There 
would be no smell of hot pies, nobody to scold because 
Joe Daly had brought maggoty raisins out on the tender— 
nobody at all—and Christmas! 
Christmas, and nothing real to do! 


With an Illustration by Leslie Benson 


His mother had died in October, and though for years 
she had been a dismal invalid, given to worrying for fear 
she had not done the best for everybody in her time, certain 
that the doctor was mistaken in her ailments, she had 
needed Hosea. And Hosea gloried in being needed. 

Being needed was the breath of life to him. 

For eighteen years he had kept the toll bridge which 
crossed the inlet to Titania Island. Ever since the last 
plank went down and the engineers stood back and spat 
and said, “Let her roll!” Hosea had stayed in the little 
house with the red light and the airtight stove, and not a 
flivver or a proud, purring limousine, or a shambling negro 
on foot crossed the bridge without a cheerful word from 
Hosea. He knew everybody on Titania, knew when their 
pump-valves wore out, when the cows got into the salt 


grass, knew their children’s middle names and 
how many pairs of shoes it took to run them 
a year. But at Christmas time each family be- 
came a little inward-turning entity, complete, ab- 
sorbed, shutting out the world and Hosea. They 
were not selfish. Christmas was the time when 
you had your own folks and assumed everybody else had. 


OSEA lighted his lamp, dropped a chunk in the airtight 
stove, rolled up a horse-blanket and stopped the 
wintry draft at the bottom of the door with it, and 

took off his shoes. Outside, the wind was rising, and the tide 
riding the inshore gale and already crashing over the spit 
across the inlet. Rain came in friendless gusts and wept 
on the windows, and a monotonous drip disclosed the fact 
that the roof still leaked behind the chimney. 

“Mean weather—for Christmas!” thought Hosea and 
shuddered dismally. 

He had seen Thad Tucker, who worked at the wireless 
station on Titania, returning from the mainland that afternoon, 

[7 wrn to page 38] 
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And in the Rush and Roar of a Great City, There’s Still Room for the Spirit of Christmas 


“Tom! Why, Tom Kirby!” The next moment they were holding to each other’s elbows and laughing like two children 


Three Wise Men 


T was an excellent delicatessen shop, 
and as gay as possible with Christmas 
trimmings. Everything was very high- 
priced, too. The exact sort of place 
that Melchior, Caspar and Balthazar 
would have chosen. 

It was not far from their dub. Balthazar 
had noticed it one Sunday afternoon, when he was swinging 
ilong in his best clothes and top hat. So, when Melchior 
and Caspar had at last agreed to the wager, and Melchior 
said, “But where in the deuce are we going to get the 
turkeys?” Balthazar had replied promptly, “There’s a place 
right up here, a few blocks away.” 

Well, so there was; and it was from that particular and 
Christmassy shop that the three men sallied forth at last, 
each bearing, in an unaccustomed manner, a large package, 
neatly wrapped. They were not the kind of men who 
usually carry packages. 

“Where do we go from here?” said Melchior, trying 
to be light. 

“Well,” said Caspar, with his accustomed seriousness, and 
giving his turkey an unwilling hump to get it more. securely 
into the crotch of his arm, “J shall go over to Ninth Avenue. 
God knows what I'll find there. But there will be plenty 


“By Laura Spencer Portor 


Illustrated by George E. Wolfe 


of people, I suppose, to give a turkey to. I’m going to take 
this Crosstown. I think this is all deucedly foolish.” 

So, without more ado, he joined the bundle-laden crowd 
waiting to get on the westbound car. 

Melchior, who always admired Caspar’s practicality, saw 
another “Crosstown,” coming from the opposite direction. 
“That’s a good idea!” he said. “I'l take this one.” 

“Don’t forget,” Balthazar called after him, “back at the 
club at nine!” 

Melchior waved an assenting hand to him, and disap- 
peared in the hurrying Christmas crowds. 

Balthazar, his own heavy turkey weighing light in his 
arm, stood looking about him with a pleasant sense of 
excitement. It seemed to him like a special providence 
that it should be such a typical Christmas Eve, cold and 
crisp, with even a fine sifting of snow flakes in the air and 
at least two inches of snow under foot. 


Newsboys were bawling evening papers 
and extras; traffic was jammed; automobiles 
tooted insistently and sometimes swore; at 
florist shops holly and‘mistletoe spilled over 
on the pavement, along with upright and 
prostrate Christmas trees. A Salvation Army 
girl, and a Volunteer of America, rang their 
bells in friendly rivalry. 

“Now, Milly,” said Balthazar, giving his turkey a hump, 
“off we go!” 


girl who had instigated the whole proceeding. 

Not that the others, you understand, knew there 
was a fourth party to the wager. Melchior and Caspar 
supposed the whole thing had originated in Balthazar’s 
handsome gray and slightly bald head, while they sat look 
ing out of the club window that afternoon. 

Melchior had remarked with that rather bitter Jacques’ 
melancholy of his, on the senselessness of Christmas crowds: 
“It was Carlyle, wasn’t it, who said—so many millions of 
people—‘mostly fools!’ Look at ’em! All hurryin’ along 
spendin’ their money for people they'll cheat tomorrow.” 

[Turn to page 28} 


Ae off they went—he and the turkey, and the phantom 
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The rainbou 


The Spirit of the Old Testament 


The Story 


O 


The Bible 


With original pen-and-ink sketches by the author and 

two lunettes in oil oy E. F. Ward 
the Old and the New Testaments Came to be Written 
and what Happened to the Holy Books in the 


Course of Many Centuries 


Hou 


HE pyramids were a thousand years old 
Babylon and Nineveh had become the centers of vast empires 
The valley of the Nile and that of the broad Euphrates and 
Tigris were filled with swarming masses of busy people, when 
a small tribe of desert wanderers, for reasons of their own, 
decided to leave their home along the sandy wastes of the 
Arabian desert, and began to travel northward in search of more fertile fields 
In time to come, these wanderers were to be known as the Jews 
Centuries later, they were to give us the most important of all our 
books, the Bible 
And yet, curious to say, we know nothing of the origin of those 
strange folk who played the greatest réle ever allotted to the race of man, 
and then departed from the historical stage to become exiles among the 
nations of the world. What I shall therefore tell you in this chapter is 
somewhat vague in its general historical character, and not always 
reliable as to detail 
But the archeologists are busily digging in the soil of Palestine. They 
ire learning more and more as time goes by. A few facts are at ou 


disposal, and of these I shall try to give you a trustworthy account 


rhrough the western part of Asia run two broad rivers 
Along the banks of those two muddy streams, life was very agreeable 
ind quite lazy 


people who inhabited either the cold 
mountains of the 
northor the 
scorching desert of 
the south all tried 
to get a foothold 
in the valleys of 
the Tigris and the 
Euphrates. When 
ever they had a 
chance, they left 
their old homes 
and wandered into 
the fertile plain 
They fought 
each other and 
conquered each 
other, and founded 
one _ civilization 
right on top of the 
ruins of another 
that had gone be- 
fore. They built 
large cities like 
Babylon and 
Nineveh, and more 
than forty cen 
turies ago they 


Therefore the 











The collection of Holy Books 


turned this part of the world into a veritable 
paradise, the inhabitants of which were envied 


by all other men. 


But when you look at the map you will see 
many millions of busy little 
the fields of another powerful country. 
live on the banks of the Nile, and their country 
separated from 
Babylonia and Assyria by a narrow strip of 
land. There are many things which they need 
and which they can obtain only in the distant 
There are many 
things which the Babylonians and the Assyrians 
manufactured in 
The two nations therefore trade with 
one another, and the highroad of commerce runs you 


is called Egypt. 


countries of the fertile plain. 


need, and which are only 
Egypt 
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They are 


Dedicaticn to 


Dear Boys: 

This is the story of the Bible 

I have written it because I 
think that you ought to know 
more about the Bible than you do, 
and I really could not tell you 
where to go for just the sort of 
information I want you to have. 

Of course, I might ask you to 
read the original, but I am not 


peasants tilling 
They 





Hansje 0 
quite certain that you would. For 


many years, little boys of your age have been fright- 
ened away from it by the solemn faces and forbidding 
attitude of those who believe that the Holy Volume 
has been entrusted to their particular care. 
thoroughly 


And yet, 


never can be educated without 


Table of Contents - 


How the Oid and the New Testament came to be written and what happened to 
the Holy Books in the course of many centuries 
























How the Jews believed that the world hac been created 


The Egyptian pyramids were ages old when the Jews, under the brave leadership 


of Abraham, ventured forth from the stony desert of Arabia and went 


westward to find fresh pasturages for their flocks 


After many years of wandering they found a new home in the land of Egypt, 
where their kinsman, Joseph, held a high political position 


But the Jews were originally a simple people of shepherds, and city life in a 
foreign land was not gocd for them. Rapidly they became Egyptianized, and 
instead of being free and independent men and women, they became common 
laborers who worked for the King of Egypt, and who were treated as if 
they were slaves 


The situation grew worse and worse and there seemed little hope that things 
would improve, when Moses, a very wise leader, decided to take his people 
away from a land where they were merely “foreigners” and to lead them to a 
new home where they could found a state of their own and become an 
independent people 


Once again the Jews spent many years in the desert. Often they lost hope, but 
Moses upheld their courage with his vision of a Promised Land. Moses taught 
them many useful things. but just before he brought them to the land where 
they hoped to find freedom and independence, he died. . 


The western part of Asia had been settled for thousands of years, and the Jews 
were forced to fight many wars before they got hold of a piece of land where 
they could found a national state, and live under the laws of their own choice, 
and worship their own God, as they had been taught to do by Moses. 


Under a number of energetic leaders a Jewish nation was finally established in the 
country which formerly had belonged to the Canaanites. 


The story of Ruth, which shows us the simple charm of the early life in Palestine 


Saul and David were kings of an humble tribe of shepherds, but when Solomon 
came to the throne, the Jews had gained great importance as traders and 
merchants. Their country had grown rich within a short time, and this caused 
envy among their neighbors 











M 





kno 
som 
you 
tha’ 


stor 


fait! 
seve 
few 
as 
yeal 
mor 
the 
reac 
of } 

















‘92? 





McCall's Magazine for December, 1922 






ar SS 
] 





— 


A — ie 
(erm 











vas 


ate 








Tae. Wid adds. 
rbou bh 
The sun, 


the moon, 
the stars 






The tower 
of Babel 


















































The Spirit of the New Testament 


to : . 
Hansje and Willem 

Bible knowing these stories. Besides, at through the narrow strip of land which we have 
ise | some time or another in your lives, just mentioned. © 
know you may badly need the wisdom Nowadays we call that part of the world Syria. 
u do, that lies hidden in these ancient From the earliest times on, this region of the 
you stories. ; ancient highroads has been inhabited by different 
rt of This book has been a most tribes, who have moved hither from the Arabian 
have. faithful companion of man for desert. They all belong to the Semitic race. They all speak the 
ou to several hundred generations. A boy same language. They worship the same gods. Often they 
1 not few of the chapters were written ~ fight each other 

For as long as twenty-eight hundred Willem The Jews, who were to play such a great réle in the history & 
right - years ago. Others are of much of the human race, began their career as one of the wandering 
dding more recent date. For many centuries, it was almost little tribes who were trying to maintain themselves in the land 
ylume the only book your ancestors possessed or cared to of the High Roads. Their earliest ancestors probably lived in 
i yet, read. They knew it by heart. They made the Laws the desert of Arabia. We do not know in what century they 
thout of Moses the highest law of the land. left their old homesteads, that they might enter the fertile plain 


[Concluded on page 56] of western Asia. We know that they wandered for many 
centuries try- 
ing to get 


hold of a bit 
of land which 
they could 
call their own, 


ae a Author of the world-famous “Story of 
followed has Mankind” 


been lost. We 























. - © « « « The Old Testament 


XII. There were wise men who saw that an autocratic rule and great wealth do not 











ed to make a nation happy. also know that at one time or other the Jews crossed the desert of Mount 
Sinai and that they lived for a while in Egypt. 
XIII. In the end, the powerful king of Babylonia conquered the Jewish state and took From that moment on, however, Egyptian and Assyrian texts begin 
the Jews to the city of Babylon, where he forced them to live the miserable to throw some light upon the events which are enumerated in the 
rship life of exiles. Old Testament. i 
aeee ' { a The rest of the story becomes a familiar tale: how the Jews left 
XIV. Adversity once more brought the best qualities of the Jewish people to the fore. Egypt and after an endless trek in the desert, were united into a strong 
They remembered the olden days of simplicity and happiness and remained tribe; how that tribe conquered a small part of the Land of the High 
gypt faithful to the traditions of their race. Roads, called Palestine, and there established a nation, and how that 
dei nation fought for its independence and survived several centuries until 
XV. Meanwhile, Cyrus, the Persian king, had set the Jewish people free, and they it was absorbed by the empire of the Macedonian King, Alexander, and 
kes had returned to the land of Palestine. was then turned into part of one of the minor provinces of the great 
and i ; Roman state. 
cana XVI. The Jews rebuilt the Holy Temple of Jerusalem, which became the center of as 
a 0 their national life. F you had used the word “Bible” to a Jew of the first century of 
our era, he would not have known what you were talking about. 
XVII. But Palestine was so conveniently placed on the highroads which connected The word is comparatively new. It was invented in the fourth 
hines Eastern Asia with Egypt and the M-iterranean, that it was difficult to keep century by John Chrysostom, the Patriarch of Constantinople, who 
copie away from business, and business of course meant a great deal of money referred to the general collection of Holy Books of the Jews as the 
i. and an increasing amount of luxury. The dangers of this mode of living “Biblia” or “the Books.” : 
i became more and more clear to a number of very courageous public teachers. __ This collection had been growing steadily for almost a thousand years. 
They were called the Prophets. With a few exceptions, the chapters had all been written in Hebrew. 
But Hebrew was 
but XVIII. The Prophets spoke their solemn words of warning, but the people were much too no longer a spoken 
nught comfortable to listen to these pessimistic utterances. language w hen 
iain a Jesus was born. 
: XIX. Meanwhile, in the big outside world, many things had happened. A Macedonian f Aramaic (much 
chieftain, trained in the best Greek school, had crossed from Europe into Asia, simpler and widely 
Jews and had conquered the entire civilized world of the fourth century before our | known among the 
where era. Palestine could not defend its independence against the armies of ' common people) 
sales Alexander, and the land of the Jews became a Macedonian province. i had taken its 
, | place, and several 
XX. After the death of Alexander, one of his generals, Ptolemy by name, made } of the prophetic 
th himself king of Egypt, and took possession of Palestine. { utterances of the 
toms Old _ Testament 
XXI. Two hundred years later, a Jewish family by the name of the Maccabees, began were written in 
sti a revolution and tried to set the country free from foreign influence. that language. But 
“sr please don’t ask 
neem XXII. The state which the Maccabees founded never prospered, and when the Romans j me when “the 
or conquered western Asia, they made Palestine a semi-independent kingdom Bible was written, 
med and appointed one of their political henchmen ruler of the unhappy land. because I could 
[The Contents of the New Testament will appear in a later issue] not answer you. 
i Every little 





Jewish village and 
every little Jewish 
temple possessed 
certain accounts of 
its own which had 
been copied on the 








And it began to rain 


wen 


1Q 











The valley of the Nile 


skins of animals or on bits of Egyptian papyrus by pious 
old men, who took an interest in such things. Sometimes 
small collections were made of dif 


was an evening and a morning, and there was an end to 
the second day. 

Then Jehovah said, “Let there be land amidst the 
water.” At once the rugged mountains showed their dripping 
heads above the surface of the ocean, and soon they arose 
mightily toward the high Heavens, and at their feet the 
plains and the valleys spread far and wide. Then Jehovah 
said, “Let the land be fertile with plants which bear seed, 
and with trees that bear flowers and fruit.” And the earth 
was green with a soft carpet of grass, and the trees and 
the shrubs enjoyed the soft caress of the early dawn. And 
once more the morning was followed by eventide, and so 
the labor of the third day came to an end. 


HEN Jehovah said, “Let the Heavens be filled with 
sf stars that the seasons and the days and the years may 

be marked. And let the day be ruled by the sun, but 
the night shall be a time of rest, when only the silent moon 
shall show the belated wanderer across the desert the true 
road to shelter.” And so ended the fourth day. 

Then Jehovah said, “Let the waters be full of fishes and 
the sky be full of birds.” And he made the mighty whale 
and the tiny minnows.and the ostrich and the sparrow, and 
he gave them the earth and the ocean as their dwelling- 
place and told them to increase, that they and little minnows 
and little whales and ostriches and sparrows might enjoy the 
blessings of life. And that night, when the birds tucked 
their tired heads underneath their wings and when the fishes 
steered into the darkness of the deep, there was an end to 
the fifth day. 

Then Jehovah said, “It is not enough. Let the world 
also be full of creatures that creep and such as walk on legs.” 

And he made the 





ferent laws and of prophecies. for use 
among those who visited the templ 
During the eighth century, when 


cows and the 
tigers and all the 
beasts we know 


the Jews had settled down to their life \ I l ‘y unto this very day 
in Palestine, those compilations grew >» Yy and many others 
larger and larger. Between the third \ \ , ) i * 4“ that since have 
and the first century before our era, \ ) x disappeared from 
they were translated into the Greek f) P . this earth, And 
language, and were brought to Europe \ \, ) YY ; 1A when this was 
Since then, they have been translated Y fh done, Jehovah 
into every language \ y took some of the 
As for the New Testament, its S dust of the soil, 
history is quite simple. During the m™ J and he molded it 
into an image re- 


first two or three centuries after the 
death of Christ, the followers of the 
humble carpenter of Nazareth were \, 
forever in danger of trouble with the 
Roman authorities. The doctrines of 
love and charity were thought to be 
very dangerous to the safety of the ri 
Roman state, which had been founded 


upon the brute strength of the sword be! ded il 


The early Christiang therefore could ~al 
not go to a bookstore and say, ms 

- s 
“Please give me a Life of Jesus and ’ 


an accaunt of the acts of His Dis 
ciples.” They got their information 





LN Pd . A* Ay sembling himself, 
‘ ~~ so a ot and he gave it 


ee ey life, and he called 
it Man, and he 
"Neel placed it at the 

— head of all crea- 
tion. So ended the 
labor of the sixth 
day, and Jehovah 
was contented with 
what he had 
wrought, and on 
the seventh day 








from secret little pamphlets which 
went from hand to hand 


EANWHILE, the Church had been triumphant. The 
M downtrodden Christians became the rulers of the old 

Roman state. First of all they brought some order 
into the literary chaos. The Church called together a number 
of learned ‘men. They read all the accounts which were 
popular, and discarded most of them. They decided to keep 
a few of the gospels and a few of the letters which had been 
written by the Apostles to the members of distant con- 
gregations. All the other accounts were discarded 

Then followed several centuries of discussion and dispute 
Many famous synods were held in Rome and in Carthage 
(a new city built upon the ruins of the old seaport) and 
in Cc stantinople, and seven hundred years after the 
death of Christ, the New Testament (as we know it) was 
definitely adopted by the churches of the East and by 
those of the West 

Since then countless translations have been made from 
the original Greek, but no very important changes have 
occurred in the text 

The oldest of all questions is this 
come from ?” 

Some people ask it until the very day of their death 
They do not really expect to get an answer, but they are 
happy in the courage that makes them face the realities of 
life, and like brave soldiers, facing a hopeless task, they 
refuse to surrender, and they pass into eternity with the 
proud word “Why” upon their lips 

This world, however, is full of all sorts of men and 
women. Most of them insist upon a plausible explanation 


“Where do we 


of the things which they do not understand When no 
explanation is forthcoming, they invent one of their own 
Five thousand years ago, a story which told of the 


creation of this world in seven days was common among 
all the people of western Asia They vaguely attributed 
the making of the land and of the sea and of the trees and 
the flowers and the birds and of man and woman to their 
different gods 

But it happened that the Jews were the first among all 
people to recognize the existence of One Single God. You 
will now understand why the great poet, who gave unto 
the Hebrew people their final version of the beginning of 
all things, described the gigantic labor of creation as the 
sudden expression of one single and all-mighty will, and 
as the work of their own tribal God, whom they called 
Jehovah, or the Ruler of the High Heavens 

And this is how the story was told to the worshipers 
n the temple 


The Creation 


N the beginning, this earth floated through space in 

somber silence and darkness. There was no land, but the 

endless waters of the deep ocean covered our vast empires 
Then the Spirit of Jehovah came brooding over the sea, 
contemplating mighty things And Jehovah said, “Let 
there be light,” and the first rays of dawn appeared 
amidst the darkness. “This,” Jehovah said, “I shall call 
the Day.” . 

But soon the flickering light came to an end, and all was 
as it had been before. And “This,” Jehovah said, “shall be 
called the Night.” Then he rested from his labors, and so 
ended the first of all days 

Then Jehovah said, “Let there be a Heaven, which shall 
spread its vast dome across the waters below, that there 
may be a place for the clouds and for the winds which 

" This was done. Once more there 


biow across the sea 


The first Sabbath 


he rested. 

Then came the 
eighth day, and 
Man found himself amidst his new kingdom. His name was 
Adam, and he lived in a garden filled with lovely flowers, and 
with peaceful ani 
mals who came 
and brought their 
kittens and their 
puppies, that he 
might play with 
them and forget 
his loneliness. But 
even so, Man was 
not happy. For 
all other creatures 
had been given 
the companionship 
of their own kind, 
but Man was 
alone. Therefore, 
he asked Jehovah 
for a wife, and 
Jehovah took a 
rib from Adam’s 
body, and out of 
it, he created Eve 
Then Adam and 
Eve wandered 
forth to explore 
their home, which 
was called Para- 
dise 

At last they 
came to a mighty 
tree, and there 
Jehovah spoke to them and said: “Listen, for this is very 
important. Of the fruit of all the trees in this garden you 
may eat to your heart’s content. But this is the tree that 
gives forth the Knowledge of Good and Evil. When Man 
eats from the fruit of this tree, he begins to understand the 
righteousness or the wickedness of his own acts. That means 
an end to all peace of his soul. Therefore, you must leave 
the fruit of this tree alone, or accept the consequences 
which are very terrible. 


DAM and Eve listened and promised that they would 
obey Soon afterward Adam fell asleep, but Eve 
remained awake and began to wonder. Suddenly 

there was a rustling in the grass, and behold! there was a 
crafty old serpent 

In those days the animals spoke a language which could 
be understood by man, and so the serpent had no difficulty 
in telling Eve how he had overheard the words of Jehovah, 
and how foolish she would be if she were to take them 
seriously. Eve thought so too. When the serpent handed 
her the fruit of the tree, she ate some, and when Adam 
woke up, she gave him what was left. 

Then Jehovah was very angry. At once he drove both 
Adam and Eve from Paradise, and they went forth into 
the world to make a living as best they could. 

In due course of time they had two children. They 
were both boys. The name of the elder was Cain, but the 
younger was called Abel. They made themselves useful 
around the house. Cain worked in the fields and Abel 
tended his father’s sheep. Of course, they quarreled, as 
brothers are apt to quarrel. 

One day, they both brought an offering to Jehovah 
Abel had killed a lamb, and Cain had placed some grain 





Let there be land 
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upon the rude stone altar which they had built as a place 
of worship. Children are apt to be jealous of each other, 
and they like to brag about their own virtues. 

The wood on Abel’s altar was burning merrily, but 
Cain had trouble with his flint. Cain thought that Abel 
was laughing at him. Abel said no, he was just standing 
by and looking on. 

Cain asked him to go away. Abel said no, why should 
he? Then Cain hit Abel. 

But he hit him much too hard, and Abel fell down dead 

Cain was terribly frightened and ran away. But Jehovah, 
who knew what had happened, found him hiding in some 
bushes. He asked him where his brother was. Cain, in a 
surly mood, would not answer. How should he know? He 
was not a nursemaid, supposed to be looking after his 
little brother, was he? 

But of course this lie did not do him any good. Just 
as Jehovah had driven Adam and Eve from Paradise be- 
cause they had disobeyed his will, so he now forced Cain 
to run away from home, and although he lived for many 
years, his father and mother never saw him again. 

As for Adam and Eve, their lives were very unhappy 
Their youngest son was dead, and their oldest boy had run 
away. They had many more children and died when they 
were very old and bent down with endless years of toil 
and misfortune. 


RADUALLY the children and the grandchildren of 

Adam and Eve began to populate the earth. They 

went east and they went west and they went north- 
ward into the mountains and they lost themselves amidst 
the sandy wastes of the southern desert. 

But the crime of Cain had set its mark upon the early 
race. For ever the hand of man was lifted against his 
neighbor. People murdered each other and they stole each 
other’s sheep. 

The world was in a sad state. A false start had been 
made. It was necessary to begin all over again. Perhaps 
a new generation would prove to be more obedient to the 
will of Jehovah. 

In those days there lived a man called Noah. He was 
the grandson of Methuselah (who lived nine hundred and 
sixty-nine years) and he was a descendant of Seth, a younger 
brother of Cain and Abel, who was born after the family 
tragedy had taken place. 

Noah was a good man who tried to be at peace with his 
conscience and with his fellow men. If the human race had 
to begin once more, Noah would make a very good ancestor. 

Jehovah therefore decided to kill all other people, but to 
spare Noah. He came to Noah and told him to build a 
ship. The vesse! was to be four hundred and fifty feet 
long and seventy-five feet wide and it was to have a depth 
of forty-three feet. This made it almost as large as a 
modern ocean liner, and it is difficult to see how Noah 
constructed such an enormous craft entirely out of wood. 

But he and his sons set to work with a will. The 
neighbors stood by and laughed. What a funny idea to be 
building a ship, when there was not a river or a sea for 
miles around! 

“But Noah and his faithful workmen stuck to their job 
They cut down the mighty cypre-s trees and laid the keel and 
built the sides and covered them with pitch, that the hold 
might be dry. When the third deck had been finished, a 
roof was built. It was made of heavy timber, to withstand 
the violence of the rain that was to pour down upon this 
wicked earth. 

Then Noah and his household, his 
three sons and their wives, made ready 
for the voyage. 

They went into the fields and into 
the mountains and gathered all the 
animals they could find that they 
might have beasts for food and for 
sacrifice when they should return to 
dry land. 

A whole week they hunted, and 
then the Ark (for so the ship was 
called) was full of the noise of strange 
creatures who did not like their 
cramped quarters and who bit at the 
bars of their cages. The fish, of course, 
were not taken. They could look after 
themselves. 

On the evening of the seventh day, 
Noah and his family went on board 
They pulled in the gang-plank and 
closed the door. 

Late that night it began to rain 
It rained for forty nights and for forty 
days. At the end of this time the 
whole earth was covered with water, 
and Noah and his fellow travelers in 
the Ark were the only living ones to 
survive this terrible deluge. 

Then, however, Jehovah had mercy 
A violent wind swept the clouds away 
Once more the rays of the sun rested upon the turbulent 
waves as they had done when the world was first created 

[Turn to page 56] 
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She felt his arms around her. He was carrying her up the bank like a child 


The Dogs of War 


HE wore a chinchilla turban that tilted slightly $ F | : ’ e which echoed through the wintry air was unhappiness 
over one eye, an engulfing chinchilla coat, and °B } "t hur trin Cr and neglect and heart-break making itself voc So, 
an unmistakable air of disappointment. For 


al 
a minute or two she stood, irresolute, beside 





instead of turning in at the waiting-room to telephone, 
she kept on along the station platform until she 
the incredible number of parcels which her Illustrated by T. D. Skidmore came to a slatted crate standing just beyond the 
| porter had deposited on the snowy platform, corner of the express-room. Imprisoned within this 
watching the crowded taxies and the closed cars as crate she saw two Scotch collies, so alike in line and 
they blithely circled the station-yard and scattered hillward from her heart, like air from a punctured tire. She ‘felt markings that one seemed but the shadow of the other 
toward the twilit avenues of Wimblehurst. alone and overlooked in a cold and wintry world. And as They stood with their thin shoulders together and their 
Then, deserting her pyramid of gaily ribboned parcels, though expressive of htr own momentary desolation of pointed noses directed heavenward. baying out their misery 
she walked toward the waiting-room door. It was not spirit, a sudden dolorous and prolonged duet of dog-howling to an unheeding world. They yodeled and chorused in 
often that Stevens, that most dependable of chauffeurs, was smote on her ears. unison, prolonged their thinning howls into a plaintive double 
late in coming for her. She was tired, after her day of She stopped short as she heard that sound, for Alberta wail of protest that echoed across the wintry hills. 
Christmas shopping in the city. The holiday spirit ebbed Orgaine loved dogs. And she knew that prolonged yowling [Turn to page 24] 
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“Sintram, trust not thy sword! This be thy weapon . . . Christ crucified” 


AATF LAI 


Act I 7 
tall. Through the open portals of a massive doorway, 
i ; 


ultumn-tinted fore 


, painted windows flank this portal 


hed doorway, right 1 great fire-place, leit, from 
which turret stairs lead up to a small iron door 
armor ranged around the walls are the only 


k table lounge Biorn and his retainers in 
vies 22026608 ee 


Oar 

inking and singing I T 

Verena, sits at his right. On his left sits her chaplain a monk, iM A 
men-at-arms on rd 


: ” WITH A BALLET 


tside we the curtain rises a fanfare of hunting horns. 


Can you ask for more On earth! 
Than dog and pup? CHapLtaiIn: Amen! Amen! 
So couple them up Biorn (testily, to Chaplain) : 
! And gallop to follow the boar! What then, 
There’s a sti t loor | dusk, and the hour before, What your complaint, 
Drink ! y Thor! Old sack-and-ashes saint ? 
Can you ask for mort That is the hour of You pray for peace on earth? 
Then lip to cu ] with a ros What mirth (To Verena.) 
And saddle, and up inds to the for Shall true men find in life, | ntra 
And gallop to f t ul yvunds to the fore If not in manly strife? . r Sintram’s com ion 
What d ] for ( ising with lifted tank : Answer me, wife! ae Wife of the Baron of 
By. Thor! koal koal! CHAPLAIN: The birth Mount Falcon 
What do you a rn ( e boar Of our Lord Jesus Christ Ray c Mi < n leon Husband of Gabrielle 
Skoal to tl oar r n hi As answer hath sufficed 
Death to the boar Th ler Thor A thousand years Mie t yuntsmen, nuns, demons, 
Now ha h a man want more! VERENA ; F ‘ h n, and the baHet 
drunk He was the Prince of Peace 
Are not His blood and tears 
There is no more to wish for A plea that strife may cease, 
Only war! That wars may end 
‘ith a clang of steel) :" And tears be dried, BiorN: The whine of priests! ALL (striking steel on shields): 
Thor send us foemen or wild And old wounds mend, I tell you that the man who Skoal! Thor send us war! 
boar! And faith abide, feasts, Biorn: Growl, Fenris, growl! 
Thor send us war! And gentle calm descend Hunts, drinks, and fights, Hear thy wolves howl! 
VERENA (affronted but calm Until the very beasts Alone knows life’s delights, (To Verena, roughly.) 
God send that peace The lion and the lamb—lie By Thor! Why do you whimper when 
May never cease harmless side by side— I would I were at war! there is no wart 
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“Hear me, Lord Sintram, nor despise what I have wrought to please thine eyes!” 


&°- HIS- 
COMPANION 


®¥ ROBERT: W-CHAMBERS 


BASED ON THE TALE BY FOUGUE 








The 


Long 





The sea rolls dead men’s bones 
beyond the bar! 

For since the Vikings came, 

And ne’er sailed back again, 

No hostile keel hath vexed my 
main, 

So terrible my name! 


Act Exterior 


SCENES 
Act I Interior 


of 


Same 
ago 


—Far nc rth 


Biorn (placing his hand on the 
boar’s head): 
I laid my mailed hand, thus, 
upon the boar, 
And swore by God, and hotly 
swore by Thor, 
If ever any stranger dare again 


To set a foot within my broad 
domain, 
Then without mercy he shall 
straight be slain— 
A clash of arms outside. All 
rise. Some men-at-arms enter 
through the archway to the 
right, escorting Gabrielle, who is 
dressed like a page. Biorn 
strides toward her. She recoils 
before his brutal, drunken aspect 
BioRN (menacingly) : 

Your name! Who are you? 
GABRIELLE: 

In yonder forest I was lost, 

A stranger in this land am I— 
BIorN : 

A stranger! Then prepare to die! 
GABRIELLE: Die! 

O Holy Virgin, why am I to die? 


BrorN : 
Kill that young man! 
CHAPLAIN: 
Hold! 
GABRIELLE : 
I pray you, hear me, sir— 
VERENA: 
Nay! 
Hear me, Biorn! 
In God’s name, I demand 
You spare this poor lost lad- 
BIORN : 
Away! You drive me mad 
You with your convent cant— 
To chaplain 
You with your monkish chant— 
To retainers 
Slay him, I say! 
CHAPLAIN : 
Thou shalt not slay! 
Woulds’t thou betray the Law 
Divine ! 


BIorN : 
A 


Vengeance is mine! 


ou shalt not slay! 
Obey thy God! Obey! 
BIoRN : 
I shall obey my vow, 
And I repeat it now. 
If strangers trespass here, and I 
spare one, 
May Death and Satan seize my 
only son! 
VERENA: 
Sintram! My son—my son! 
Oh God, the blasphemy 
That I should live to hear and 
see ! 
We are indeed undone! 
Biorn: I bade you slay! My 
orders are not done! 


Or kill this stranger 
where he stands, 

Or my curse falls 
upon my only son! 

ALL: 

Yr 32 

don, O 

Biorn ! 

F o r- 

give 

this 

poor lost one! 

Biron : 
You mock 

at my com- 

mands! 
Then he shall 

die by my 

own hands! 

(He draws his dagger and seizes 
Gabrielle by ihe throat. Her 
cap of velvet falls off, and 
her long hair tumble” °’ »<, 
revealing her a w 

BIORN : 

What! Not a man! 
GABRIELLE : 

A woman born 

I pray you, hear me, Biorn— 
BIORN : 

Who are you, then, 

Who brave my wrath 

When rasher men 

Who trod your path, 

Invading in a bloody hordc, 

Have died, destroyéd by my 
sword? 

GABRIELLE : 

I am the young wife of a lor 

Who dwells beyond this wilde 
ness 

[Turn to page 82) 
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He crashed the tankard down. “ ’Sdeath, woman. 


will you tell me what you mean?” ' — 
Part [wo P stranger. At the mention of her niece’s name the sourness 
c 


' and the hardness came back to her face with interest. 
IVE years passed before the day when next he came “The rector?” quoth he, faltering. “Is he at home?” She considered him. In the elegance and good looks, 
to Potherton. Again the cherry trees were in blossom, “Aye, he be in. Master! Here be stranger!” which had at first commended him, she now beheld the 
again he saw them, tossed by the breeze, above the And he was a stranger. The old rector was dead, and _ devil’s seal of worldliness. By great good fortune her niece 
gray wall of the rectory orchard, as he rode forward Nancy had gone to live with an aunt named Tenfil, at was absent at the time. 
with high-beating heart, a lackey trotting at his heels Charmouth “Young sir, you seek something I cannot tell you.” 
The elder Holles, who had removed himself per At last, half dead with weariness yet quickened ever “You mean, you do not know—that she has left you?” 
manently to London shortly after his son’s going to Monk, — by suspense, they came to Charmouth and they found the She braced herself to the righteous falsehood. “I do.” 
had been dead these two years. If Randal had not a house of Tenfil, and the aunt; but they found no Nancy “When did she leave you? Tell me that at least.” 

Y complished his proud boast of conquering the world, at Mistress Tenfil, an elderly, hard-faced woman, unbent a “Two years ago. After she had been with me a year.” 
least he had won himself an important place in it, a fine little from her natural sourness before the elegant young “And whither did she go? You must know that!” 
position in the army that should be “I do not. All that I know is that 
a stepping-stone to greater things. He she went. Belike she is in London.” 

was the youngest colonel in the ser 7 5 For six months after that he 
vice, thanks to his own talents as Ghe Fascinating Characters of ‘‘Fortune’s Fool’’ Lived When Knights sought Nancy in all places likely and 
well as to Monk’s favor—for Monk Were Bold and Ladies Fair unlikely. And all that while in Char- 
could never so have favored him had ’ mouth, Nancy patiently and trust- 
; he not been worthy. All this he now The Duke of Buckingham was the handsomest man in all England, and King Charles fully awaited his coming, which should 
bore written plainly upon him: hi himself scarce dared refuse his slightest request. But could His Grace, with all his power, deliver her from the dreadful thral- 
air of authority; his rich dress, the win the love of the proud dom of Aunt Tenfil’s godliness. Some 
handsome furniture of his splendid Sylvia Farquharson, gifted and beautiful actress, the toast of all London, whose fate day she was persuaded, must happen 
horse; the servant follawing; all ad was singularly entangled with that of that which she did not know had al- 
vertised the man of consequence. And Randal Holles, handsome, swashbuckling knight. Randal set out to conquer the world ready happened: that he must seek her 
he was proud of it all for the sake of and lay it at the feet of the sweetheart of his youth, lovely in Potherton, learn whither she was 
her who had been his inspiration Nancy Sylvester, who year in, year out, awaited his return. Young Randal came at gone, and follow. For she did not 
What would she look like, he won last to London to seek his father's friend, share Potherton’s belief that he 

dered How would she greet him The Duke of Albemarle, risen to sudden power under the Stuart kings. Here he fell was dead. 
now? What would be her first word? under the care of And meanwhile despair was settling 
They came to a clattering halt at Mistress Quinn, the buxo:n keeper of the Paul's Head. who had a discerning eye for upon young Randal. To have lived 
the rectory door “a fine figure of a man” and striven with but one inspiration 

4 ' \ 
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Within the chair, still very pale, sat Sylvia. 


and one aim, and to find in the hour of triumph that the 
iim has been rendered unattainable, is to know one’s self 
for fortune’s fool. 

He left England and joined the Dutch army. His easily 
irned gold he spent riotously, prodigally. He grew 
notorious; a man of reckless courage, holding his life cueap, 
in able leader of men, but a dissolute, hard-drinking, quarrel- 
some Englander whom it was not safe to trust too far. 


E was over thirty before the reaction set in at last, 
Some of the good that siumbered in the depths of his 
soul, welled up to cry a halt. He would go back. 

He wrote to Monk, who, then, was the most powerful 

1an in the realm. But—fortune’s fool again—he wrote just 

too late. The restoration was accomplished. For one who 
had been a prominent Parliament man in the old days, and 
the son of a Parliament man still more prominent, there 
vas no place by then in English service. 

: you guess. He sank thereafter deeper into his 

and so continued for five horrid years. Then 

came the war, and England’s unspoken summons to every 

son of who trailed a sword abroad. This was his op- 

last he would shake off the filth of a 

mercenary’s life, and go boldly home to find worthy em- 
ployment for his sword. 

Yet but for the scheming credit accorded him by a 
tavern-keeper and the interest of a vulgar old woman who 
bad cause to hold him in kindly memory, he might by now 
havé been sent back, to tread once more the path to hell 


Colonel Holles took. the air in Paul’s Yard, drawn forth 
partly by the voice of a preacher on the steps of Paul’s, 
who was attracting.ja crowd about him; partly by his own 
restlessness. It was now three days since his visit to the 
Cockpit, and although he could not reasonably have ex- 
pected news from Albemarle within so short a time} yet the 
lack of it was fretting him. 

He was moving along the skirts of the crowd that had 
collected before the preacher, with no intention of pausing, 
when suddenly a phrase arrested hifi. 

“Repent, I say, while ‘it is time! For behold the wrath 
of the Lerd is upoén‘you. The scourge of pestilence is raised 
to smite you down.” 

Holles looked over the heads of the assembled citizens, 
and beheld a black crow of a man, cadaverous of face, with 
sunken eyes that glowed uncannily from the depths of their 
sockets. 

“Repent!” the voice croaked. “Awaken! Behold your 
peril, and by prayer and reparation set yourselves to avert 
it whiles yet it may be time. Within the Parish of St. Giles 
this week lie thirty dead of this dread pestilence. As Sodom 
of old was destroyed, so shall this modern Sodom perish, 
unless you rouse yourselves, and cast out the evil that is 
amongst you.” 

The crowd was in the main irreverently disposed, and 
there was much laughter. 

As Holles moved on, a man of handsome presence and 
soldierly bearing with the dress and air of a gentleman 
considered him intently with eyes of startled wonder. 


“Child!” exclaimed His Grace, “what imprudence, to show yourself here in the city!” 
P y y 


.) 


“Either you are Randal Holles, or the devil in his shape.’ 

“Tucker,” cried Holles. “Ned Tucker!” 

“Whatever can have brought you home from Holland?” 

“The war, and the desire to find employment in which 
I may serve my country.” 

“The climate of England can scarce be called healthy to 
old soldiers of the Parliament.” 

“Yet you are here, Ned.” 

“I?” He leaned toward Holles, and dropped his voice 
“My father was not a regicide, therefore I am com- 
paratively obscure.” . 

Holles looked at him, the eager pleasure 
meeting had brought him withering in his face. Would 
men ever keep green the memory of this thing? Must it 
ever prove an insuperable obstacle to him in Stuart Eneland ? 

“Nay, nay, never look so glum, man.” Tucker laughed, 
and took the colonel by the arm. “Let us go somewhere 
to talk. We should have a deal to tell each other.” 


which the 


N a handsome room on the first floor of one of the most 

imposing houses in Cheapside, Tucker waved his guest 
to the best chair. 

When, having brought wine, the housekeeper had taken 
herself off and the two sat within closed doors, the colonel 
gave his friend an account of himself. 

“So George Monk’s your only hope?” Tucker 
slowly, at last. “In your case I think I’d hang myself and 
have done.” 


said, 


(Turn to page 5°] 








By Lucian Cary 


Special investigator for McCall's Maga- 
zine, author, editor, and formerly 
Instructor of English at Wabash College 


HAT has become of the old-fashioned girl, 
the girl who was seen and not heard, the 
girl who was sweet sixteen, the shy girl who 
quietly and industriously filled a hope-chest ? 
Is she extinct ? 

I don’t know. But I do know that she 
doesn’t go to college. The colleges, like Fifth Avenue and 
Main Street, are full of flappers 

Most observers will tell you it was the war that broke 
down manners and taught girls to wear knickerbockers and 
bob their hair and roll their stockings and dance like savages. 

But all these things began before the war. A generation 
ago Dr. Mary Walker wore knickerbockers in public. The 
police arrested her. She per 
sisted. And the controversy 


s 1922's Bold Girl 
a‘Bad Girl,too ? 





And is She Injuring Our 
Schools and Colleges? 





WHAT DO YOU THINK? 
1 Prize of $100 Offered for Y our Opinion 


{VE vou been reading the three articles in McCall's 
in which Mr. Cary has been giving the results of his 
surve’ f j 


of pperism as it affects the current moral 
r American ducational colleges? What is 

rif mi tii sub ie 
McCall's feels that all possible viewpoints on the ques: 
yn of flapperism and morals should be given expression 
the public benefit, and herewith offers four prizes 


FIRST PRIZE—$100.00 to any gir! student of an 


[7 an ¢ ege or preparatory s« hool, public or private 


best letter on the effects of flapperism on 

lity to-day 
SECOND PRIZI $100.00 to any male student of an 
, n college or preparatory school public or private 
best letter on the « ffects of flapperism on 


THIRD PRIZi $700.00 to any father of a girl or boy 
jen ofe ( school, public or 


ide preparatory, 


ivate, who wrules 


the best letter on the effect of flapper 


on school ity to-day 

FOURTH PRIZI $100.00 to any mother of a girl 

or boy student of any college or preparatory school, pub 
r | cho writes the best letter on the effects of 

erism on school morality today 

The letters should not exceed 1000 words in length, 

id m be posted not later than January 10. No manu 
ipts be returned. McCall's reserves the right to 
ublish any or ! of the letters submitted. The prize 
nning letter ill be published in the {pril issue of 


Never in the history of the world have so many people 
had so many things as in the last twenty years in the 
United States of America. 

Now wealth means choice: riches are horses. The 
real check on China is poverty. They have no surplus from 
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year to year. And when there is no surplus there is no 
choice—no free change. 

It is the machine age, and the enormous increase of wealth 
that the machine has produced has made it possible for 
women to demand a new role. 


O you realize that the average age of marriage among 

women of the upper middle class has advanced ten 

years in three generations? What are women doing 

with that ten years between eighteen and twenty-eight— 
years when they have ceased to be children? 

I talked with a girl in one of the more conservative of 

the co-educational colleges, a girl who had distinguished 

herself both in the classroom 

and on the campus. She 





between them was only ended 
when Congress (or was it the 
New York State legislature ? 
passed a law permitting Dr 
Mary Walker to wear 
knickers 

A generation ago strong 
minded women had their hair 
shingled—like a man’s And 
long before the war, Irene 
Castle bobbed her hair and 
thus gave the fashion its first 
currency among those who 
were not strong-minded. In 
deed, it was Irene Castle, more 
than any other one person, 
who killed the gentle, old 
fashioned waltz and made 
dancing popular in these 
United States And I saw a 
girl who rolled her stockings 
as long ago as 1912 

ind though ten years ago 
the best hotels in Chicago 
frowned on cigarettes for 
women, leading hotels in New 
York had already capitulated 
The truth is that the move 
ment among women to de 
mand (or to take all the 
special privileges of men, has 
a long histor. It is at least 
as old in the United States as 


Margaret Fuller And In 
England, John Stuart Mill 
wrote a book whose very tith 
indicated his sympathy—“On 
the Subjection of Women 
long before vou and I were 
born 


But no leader can achieve a 
following unless the condi 
tions are favorable to his 
leadersnip And there wert 
several new social conditions 
that made the leadership ol 
the feminists effective On« 
of these was immensely in 
portant in England and hardly 
existed in the United States 
that was the simple, cogent 
fact that in England, even be 
fore the war, there were many 


more women than men. There 
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wasn’t quite the average 
flapper type: she was a good 
deal above the average in in- 
telligence. But she was dis- 
tinctly sympathetic to ali the 
activities that distinguish the 
flapper from the old-fashioned 
girl. I suspect she smoked 
cigarettes more as a matter of 
principle than out of any 
spontaneous enjoyment. 

I asked her what she 
wanted to do. She admitted 
that she wanted to write. I 
told her what I knew about 
the possibilities of getting a 
job on a newspaper or a 
magazine in New York; but 
she was only mildly interested 
until I happened to mention 
the name of a young woman 
who is almost as notorious for 
her love affairs as she is 
famous for her writing. 

“There,” this girl said 
“That’s what I want to know 
How does it work out?” 

“How does what work 
out?” I asked. 

“Free love,” she said 


calmly. 
“Why,” I said, “I don’ 
know. I never met her in 


my life.” 

“But what do you hear 
about her?” 

I told her briefly what |! 
had heard—a story at onc 
shocking and amusing. 

“IT have been thinking 
about it a lot,” said the co-ed 
“I have been wondering if fre 
love isn’t the best solution.” 

“For you?” I asked. 

“Yes,” she answered. “You 
see, the men I know and lik« 
won't be earning a good liv 
ing—won’t really be in 4 
position to marry—for five or 
ten years. The men I lik 
best now are men who ar 
interested in literature and the 
arts. Many of them will never 
be able to support a famil) 








were thousands and thousands 
of women who could never 
ichieve the uwze-old rdéle of 


} 


marriage and motherhood 


What has become of the old-fashioned girl? 


I don’t know. 
she doesn’t go to college 


So I can’t see marriage. But 


Bus f dé tele thes I don’t want to be robbed « 


the experience of love.” 
(Turn to page 78} 
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Now come the merry Christmas times 
Holly wreaths and pealing chimes! 

Then the dinners, great to eat 

With Campbell's as the first fine treat! 





To all our friends— 


-—the millions throughout this great land 
and beyond the seas—we extend our 
heartiest good wishes. Your loyalty is a 
glowing tribute to the sheer, high quality of 
Campbell’s products. And we pledge our 
continued efforts to merit and maintain 
that confidence. 


Campbell’s Tomato Soup 


served piping hot on Christmas day is our 
happy greeting at your feast. Eyes will 
sparkle at sight of it, appetites sharpen as 
its fragrance rises from the plates, and off 
the dinner starts with jolly gusto. Pure 
tomato juices —rich smooth butter—deft and 
delicate seasoning by Campbell's famous 
chefs. Simply delicious! 


21 kinds 


12 cents a can 
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== Campbell’s for a—— 
velvet-thick Cream of 
Tomato! 


The kind to make a host- 
ess proud and her guests 
delighted. Heat separately 
equal portionsofCampbell’s 
Tomato Soup and milk or 
cream. Be careful not to 
boil. Add pinch of baking 
| soda to the hot soup and | 

stir into the hot milk or | 

cream. Serve immediately. | 
Many prefer to use evap- 
orated milk for an extra rich, 
thick Cream of Tomato. 























“By Louis. Joseph Vance 


Author of ‘‘The Lone Wolf,’’ ‘‘The Brass Bowl’’ and ‘‘ The Coast of Cockaigne”’ 


Illustrated by Arthur I. Keller 
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Rodney covered in a stride the space between them and caught both her hands. “What new insanity—” 


EEKS passed without event. Mr. Croce and 

his client continued quiescent, and nothing 

happened to remind Rodney of their existence 

in a less roundabout fashion than the receipt 

of a letter from Francesca, postmarked 

Florence. She had left London to spend a 
few weeks in Italy with Madame Farusi; her plans for the 
future were indefinite 

Rodney made due acknowledgment to the address she 
gave; and to ease the ifk of waiting for her answer, devoted 
himself to his work more assiduously than ever. 

New clients came almost daily to the offices of the 
diligent and enterprising young attorney-at-law To one 
of these, a young Irish-American mechanic named McManus, 
who had invented a carbureter of revolutionary type which 
promised to cut gasoline bills in half, and falling into the 
wrong hands was in a fair way to lose his patents, Rodney 


Third Instalment 


OVERSHADOWED by the old superstition that, 

as twins, both would die in the same hour, 
Francesca and Angelo Barocco had grown to 
maturity—the one lovely and angelic, the other 
almost unbelievably corrupt. 

When their father and his twin brother died, 
almost in the same instant, in a police raid upon 
their antique shop, Rodney Manship, who had 
become involved in the affairs of the mysterious 
Italian family as Barocco’s lawyer, tried to per- 
suade the beautiful Francesca to forego her vow 
of vengeance upon her father’s betrayers. His 
love for the girl won him the enmity of Angelo 
and of the crooked lawyer, Croce. 


took a fancy and, finding that fhe man was desperately hard 
up, espoused his cause without a retaining fee. 

Winter passed, trailing its slush-bedraggled skirts. Days 
grew warm and evenings long; and when a premature heat 
blanket closed down over the town, early in May, the six 
million groaned as one, then’ sulkily resigned themselves to 
the prospect of a sweltering summer. 

Of a sudden the other side of the McManus case took 
fright and made overtures for a settlement. At the close of a 
day-long conference an agreement was reached, and 
McManus joyfully departed for his home, promising to 
return the following afternoon to get the check for which 
Rodney was to exchange certain papers bearing his signature. 

The check was waiting at the hour appointed, but no 
McManus came to claim it. Instead, a woman’s voice of 
velvety brogue informed Rodney by telephone that Misther 

[Turn to page 42] 
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Real naptha—that marvelous dirt-loosener used by 
professional dry-cleaners—cannot be obtained in prepared- 
flake form. The only way, therefore, to give your washing- 
machine the benefit of naptha is to make your own 
Fels-Naptha flakes (or soap-paste) as needed, on washday. 
Do this for cleaner clothes. 

Wet the clothes; and either shave the Fels-Naptha 
directly into the washing-machine, or make a soap~paste 
(using your usual amount of soap); let them soak a few 
minutes. The real naptha will go through every thread, 
loosen the dirt for the sudsy water to flush away, then 
vanish—leaving the clothes clean, sweet, sanitary. 

No matter how you wash clothes, Fels-Naptha will 
wash them cleaner, more quickly, safely and thoroughly. 
For Fels-Naptha is more than soap. It is more than soap 
and naptha. It is the exclusive Fels-Naptha blend of 
splendid soap and real naptha in a way that brings out the 
best in these two great cleaners. Directions inside every 
wrapper. 


Fels-Naptha’s wonderful efficiency. Send 2c in stamps 
TEST for sample bar. Address Fels-Naptha Soap, Philadelphia. 
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EN BAR WITH THE CLEAN NAPTHA 





machine 


the bene t of naptha 


Real naptha! 





the smell 


For washing- 
machine use, chip 
Fels-Naptha di- 
rectly into the ma- 
chine (see illustra- 
tion) or, as some 
women prefer, 
make a soap-paste, 
by dissolving a bar 
of Fels-Naptha in 
a half-gallon of 
warm water. 


TET 


You can tell 





The original and genuine naptha soap, in the red-and- 
green wrapper. Buy it in the convenient ten-bar carton. 
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He still wore his mess-dress, and an eye- 
glass suspended on a slender gold chain 
dangled in front. A diamond stud shone in 
his shirt above the scarlet cummerbund, 
and he wore a lady's ring—a hoop of 
diamonds, on his left hand. A strong scent 
of violets pervaded the room above the 
tobacco-smoke which the heavy air failed 
to stir 

After the voices had died away, he rose 
and stepped to the window. The elder of 
the two officers was leaning against a pillar in the lamplight, 
and, catching his eye, he beckoned to him 

Darrell came up noiselessl,. “Cheviot’s asleep,” he 
whispered 

“Ah, good!” said Burford, in a soft drawl. “Come into 
my room and have a drink. I’ve got some Persian sherbet 
here.” 

As Darrell entered, his face showed ghastly pale in the 
light 

‘Sit down, my dear fellow,” said Burford. “You seem 
to be a bit bowled over by the heat. A drink will do you 
good, don’t you know.” 

Darrell sat down, but an instant later he started up, 
clutched Burford’s arm, and sank back in a paroxysm of pain. 


URFORD supported him in the chair with the gentle- 
ness of a woman. Darrell’s spasmodic breathing was 
terrible to hear. When a few seconds later his muscles 
1-!axed and Burford laid him back, his lips were blue 
He took a gulp of the brandy Burford offered and came 
to life with a quivering smile. “Thanks!” he whispered. “I 
feel better.” 


“Weak heart?” suggested Burford quietly. “Beastly 
nuisance for you.” 
“Angina,” said Darrell. “These attacks are maddening 


while they last. The doctor tells me I may get my march- 
ing orders at any moment. So they have kicked me out 
of the service as medically unfit.” 

“Rough luck!” observed Burford 

“Not altogether,” said Darrell thoughtfully. “Life can 
be so hard that death seems easy. When my marching 
orders come I shall find it as simple as sitting down to 
breakfast.” 

Burford was fully occupied for the moment with the 
polishing of his eye-glass. He adjusted it finally and sur- 
veyed his companion with its assistance. “If there is any- 
thing I can do for you here—in any line,” he said with 


careful deliberation, “I hope you will not hesitate to let 
me know.” 
Darrell sat up slowly. “That is very good of you,” he 
said. “You mean actually that?” ‘ 
“Actually that,” responded Burford. “It is mainly what 
I asked you in here to say. Please consider me absolutely 


at your service.” 

“And could you suspect, I wonder, that I really have 
something to ask of you? He paused, but Burford made 
no sign, so the other went on “Will you, as a friend 
keep an eye on my young brother-in-law, Cheviot? My 
going home will leave “him very much to his own devices 
I've always looked after him. He's a good little chap, but 
he’s only twenty-two. Am I asking too much?” 

Burford was absently staring beyond him, and the cyni 
cism had deepened in his face. “You are very confiding,” 
he said. “I may be any degree of a scoundrel, don’t you 
know.” 

Darrell laughed a fittle and held out his hand. “I’m 
not afraid of that,” he said 
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[ Continued from page 5] 


the charpoy banished all doubt. Darrell’s marching orders 
had come with the morning. 

Burford looked up at Cheviot who was still watching him. 
“TI think you had better fetch a doctor,” he said. 

“For Heaven's sake, say he isn’t dead!” 

“Go and get a doctor. I will stay here.” 

Burford remained looking down at the dead man’s cold 
face, with a little awe, a little wonder, and a very great 
reverence on his own. And as he looked, the dormant con- 
viction of a faith he had long since cast aside began to stir 
beneath the iron strength of his skepticism. 

Was this the death from which men shrank in anguished, 
unreasoning fear? Was this the dread, unknown force from 
which they strove with such piteous futility to escape? Was 
this the end? 

Surely, in Cheviot’s agitated words, this man was only 
sleeping more soundly than usual. Mortal though it was, 
the resurrection glory was already on his face. Doubtless 
through his faith he had 
won to peace. And to the 
man who stood beside the 
sleeper, there came, as it 
were by revelation, the 
certainty that that faith, 
grand in its simplicity, 
splendid in its unspoken 
vindication, is the very 
element of reality, the 
complement unseen and 
hidden of men’s unfinished 
lives. 

Burford was conscious 
of a feeling that was al- 
most envy of this man 
who had won so infinitely 
much more than he had 
seemed to lose. Pity held 
no place whatever in his 
thoughts. 

He turned at last and 
moved silently away, with 
a feeling that the ground 
beneath his feet was holy. 
For the shadow of a great peace 
shrouded the quiet corner where Darrell 





lay asleep. 





Somewhere, very far beneath this man’s languid 
exterior, there throbbed a goading, intolerable pain 


The hand Burford extended was limp and cold. “I will 
do my best for the youngster,” he said. “So he is your 
brother-in-law ?” 

“Yes. My wife’s young half-brother. My wife died 
two years ago. That boy has been my best friend ever 
since. He helped me through the worst time I have ever 
known.” 

Captain Burford rose suddenly and went to the window. 
He stood there without speaking, and to Darrell there came 
a sudden conviction that somewhere, very far beneath this 
man’s languid exterior, there throbbed a goading, intolerable 
pain. 

Solitude and silence make men understanding comrades, 
and the wise Darrell knew that it were best to continue tell- 
ing of his own sorrow. 

“My wife died of a broken heart, because her sister, her 
twin, married a brute who deserted her within a week of 
their marriage. My wife never got over the shock of it. 
They had been everything to each other, she and her sister. 
She died two years ago. Our child was a few weeks old. 
They went together.” 

“Bad for you.” 

“Yes,” Darrell went on. “We had been married only a 
year. Yet,” he smiled suddenly, “now, at the end of the 
journey, I should be the last to curse my luck.” 

“You are better off than I am.” 

Darrell moved impulsively and laid his hand on the 
other’s shoulder. “We take things too hard. Would it help 
you to tell? You will never see me again, so you won't 
misjudge my motive for saying this.” 

There was a pause. Then very gently and deliberately 
Burford stepped out of reach. 

“Certainly not, my dear sir,” he said. “You are very 
good. You have not the least idea to whom you are offering 
a helping hand. But I think I will not enlighten you. 
Believe me, I appreciate your goodness of heart none the 
less - 

Darrell held out his hand. 

“I think it is getting a bit cooler,” he said, “and as I 
have to be off in a few hours, I'll go and try to get a 
sleep while I have time. Good night!” With a clasp of 
hands they parted. 


URFORD awoke in the morning from easy slumber to 

a sharp call from the open window of his room. He 

roused himself to see young Cheviot come striding up 
to him with a white, horror-stricken face. “For heaven’s 
sake, wake up!” he implored. ‘“There’s something wrong 
with Arthur!” 

Burford was already on his feet and walking along the 
veranda. Two charpoys had been placed at the further end. 
On one of these lay Darrell, asleep—a still smile on his 
lips, and his face slightly turned to the dawning. 

Burford stood above him for a second, then bent and 
touched the sleeping face. Cheviot on the other side 
watched him anxiously. Burford bent lower. The icy cold 
of the hand that hung carelessly down over the side of 


HREE volleys discharged into the 
evening air, the notes of a bugle 
wailing “Last Post” over the sun- 
baked plains—an open grave—an empty 
gun-carriage—and then quick march 
away to the strains of “The Old Brigade.” 

Chevoit, crushed and unnerved by sorrow, broke away 
from the returning funeral procession, too stricken to care 
who noticed, and went back to pace up and down in im- 
potent anguish of soul till the work was finished on the new 
mound of fresh-turned earth, and then he was alone in the 
darkness in the little English cemetery. 

He threw himself down by the grave and flung out pas- 
sionate arms over the senseless earth, yielding himself to the 
overpowering sense of loss that pressed him. For hours 
he lay, utterly broken, taking no count of time. And for 
hours he was left undisturbed. 

It was hard on midnight when an officer strolled into the 
cemetery and up to the newly made grave. Cheviot was 
past caring whether the bitterness of his soul were witnessed 
by a fellow being or not. And so Burford approached un- 
heeded, and, bending, touched his shoulder. 

“T say, you know,” he murmured, “you must come away 
now. There’s no sense in stopping here all night.” 

Cheviot stumbled slowly to his feet and stared at the 
new captain with dazed, uncertain eyes. 

“You, is it? At least you might keep away. It’s 
nothing to you. What do you mean by coming after me?” 

Burford shrugged his shoulders and took the boy’s arm. 
“Come away, Cheviot!” he said, in a persuasive drawl. 
“There’s nothing to keep you here.” 

Cheviot turned sharply to the dim mound at his feet. 
“Oh, my dear fellow!” he suddenly whispered brokenly. “I 
never said good-by!” 

“That'll be all right, dear boy. You bet he understands.” 

Cheviot made an ineffectual attempt to rid himself of 
the hand that held his arm. There was a something like 
satire in the man’s tone that struck and jarred upon him 
even then. 

“Come, Cheviot!” Burford said softly. “We must be 
getting back.” And then quite suddenly Cheviot yielded 
and suffered himself to be led away. 


NDIA is the land of the unexpected. Men live their 

lives from day to day with each morning the possibility 

that the evening may find them in their graves. 
Memories are brief in consequence, and vacant places are 
very swiftly filled. 

By the time the rains had begun to swamp the land, 
Darrell’s name had ceased to be mentioned even by those 
who had been in daily association with him for years. 
Cheviot from the first never uttered it, but he was the only 
one with whom this fact was not a sign of speedy forget- 
fulness. 

Cheviot was under the lash of the severest discipline he 
had ever undergone, and he did not take it smoothly. He 
was feverish and he was unreasonable. He quarreled fiercely 
whenever opportunity arose. He took offense where none 
was intended. 

He hated the Honorable Burford, and made no secret 
of the fact. Yet Burford was generally at his elbow, critical, 
satirical, seldom interfering with him, but always conveying 
a distinct impression of his readiness to do so should occasion 
arise. Cheviot struggled for some time to shake him off, 
but was finally obliged to abandon the project. He de- 
tested the man all the more savagely for his persistence 

At the mess Burford was not particularly popular, but 
he was treated with respect. His complete self-control at 
all times gave him a character for mercilessness which was 
perhaps, not quite fair. 

[Turn to page 22] 
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'HRISTMAS—The Great Home Day—that brings the scattered loved ones back 
to the home nest is speeding towards the Old Earth as if on the wings of love. 


Visions of Sugar Plum: -are already dancing through the children’s heads and visions: 
of happy faces around the gayly-lighted table are dancing through Mother’s head— 
interrupted only by the world-old question of what to have for dinner. 


If Mother is wise, she knows that we are what we eat, and that her family’s health 
and happiness depend upon the character of the food she provides. She knows that 
the dinners under which the festive board groans may mean groans for the family 
later—irritable youngsters and sluggish grown-ups. And she knows that the best food 
can be spoiled by poor cooking—that simple, inexpensive foods can be made appetizing 


and health-giving by care in preparation. 


The Hand that Rules the Kitchen 


Rules the World— 


literally holds in its hollow the world’s health, happiness and eff- 
ciency. For it is said that the destiny of a nation depends upon 
its food. A nation is but a great collection of homes. The home 
maker is largely responsible for the health and happiness of her 
family, and as each of its members takes his or her place in the 
affairs of the world, the home maker’s influence widens until it is felt 
industrially, commercially and professionally. 


Many Business Troubles are Stomach Troubles— 
and much of the sickness and death laid to other causes is the 
result of eating poorly cooked food. Many domestic troubles 
have their origin in the frying pan, and many a backward school boy 
is punished for “creeping like snail — unwillingly to school” because 
he is improperly fed. 


‘Food Makes the Soldier ’”’— 


said Napoleon. Food just as truly makes the worker—the every day 
Soldier who fights life’s every day battles. For upon well-cooked, 
easily digested food depend the bread-winner’s ability to earn more 
bread and the school boy’s ability to do his work —in fact family 
prosperity and happiness. 


The Economy of Good Cooking— 


is evident when we consider that food is fuel. It is burned in the 
body to produce heat and energy just as coal is burned in your fur- 
nace. Food that does not burn (digest) not only endangers life but 
is waste just as the clinkers in your furnace are waste. Fuel food is 
expensive. Why waste it? The food scientist measures the energy 
value of food in calories just as we measure distance in blocks and 


dress goods in yards. So with a scientific cook book at hand, the 
home maker can find out just what her workers need and she can find 
out how to preserve the food’s strength-giving, health-giving values. 
Then there is no waste either of health, food or money. 


We Eat with our Eyes— 


as well as with our teeth. “Appetite juice”—a most important factor 
in digestion — is produced by food that is appealing to the eye, and 
by cheerful surroundings. “The spirit of kindliness must be supreme 
at the table” says Gilbert Chesterton, and a noted physician says: 
“Never allow an unpleasant subject to be mentioned at the table.” 
Here at least people should be joyous. 


The World’s Most Famous Cook— 


Brillat-Savarin, noted lawyer and eminent judge, left to the world the 
hygienic order of a dinner, to be followed always with a light dessert. 
Savarin made it the fashion for the Nobility of France to cook. Louis 
XV in kingly velvet and lace, spent many hours in his palace kitchens 
concocting rare dishes. Now it is the Nobility of Motherhood 
that produces the best cooks, and “like Mother used to make” 
is the great home standard. 
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So if Mother will but invite Science into ‘ \ 
her Kitchen— Te 
to help in preparing the regular three meals a day, and gn, 

follow the great Savarin in serving fewer over-rich des- % p 2, 
serts and more simple Sugar Plums, she may be sure <~.';) % 

that it will be a healthier, happier family that gathers {¢ 


around the Christmas table to celebrate The Great Home ( |; 
Day. eee 
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Cooking is now recognized as a science. It has been lowered 31.9% in the last ten minerals of vegetables go down the drain 
is closely related to longer life. Therefore, years. 55,000 of the Metropolitan’s policy pipe in the water in which they are cooked. 
holders, who paid their premiums weekly, As the Holiday Season approaches when the 
sat down last year to oe it ey thought uppermost in millions of mother- 
fi hel he home make dinners who wouldn’t have n there if minds is the best dinner for the least ex- 
on oe — a y ene foe obo the death rate for 1921 had been the same penditure of time, labor and money, the 
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As a result of the combined efforts to im- entirely destroyed by improper cooking— 
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good will—“"The Metropolitan Cook Book.” 
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Natural Lustre Makes| 
Any Hair Beautiful 


Licur or dark, brown, red, or 

gray —lustrous hair is beautiful. 

Natural lustre is like the bloom of 

health on the cheeks—it cannot be 
| successfully imitated. 

Brisk brushing every day never 
fails to improve the appearance and 
health of the hair. The more 
thoroughly it is brushed, the greater 
will be the improvement. 

The Pro-phy-lac-tic Pen-e-tra-tor 
Brush is the most satisfactory brush 
for this tonic treatment. The 
bristles, stiff and springy, set in 
widely separated tufts, brush through 
the hair to the scalp. 

This cleans the dust from the hair 
and distributes the natural oil evenly 
from root to tip. It also stimulates 
the circulation in the scalp and 
promotes the growth of fine, healthy 
hair. This brush is made in various 
styles and finishes, and is always 
sold in the sanitary yellow box. 

store where hair brushes are sold 


For sale at any 


FLORENCE MANUFACTURING CO., Florence, Mass. 


Canadian Agency: 247 St. Paul Street West, Montreal 


Write fer free 
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The Honorable Burford 


[Continued from page 20] 


NE Sunday afternoon in the begin- 
O) ning of August, Cheviot and a merry 

little officer, by name Villiers, were 
knocking the balls about in the billiard 
room when Burford strolled in, puffing 
vile tobacco smoke before him, and shed- 
ding violet perfume behind him as he 
moved, and seated himself to watch the 
very desultory sort of game that was going 
forward. Cheviot, who was in an un- 
amiable frame of mind, promptly flung 
down his cue and tramped to the door. 

The insolence of the action was too 
palpable to be ignored, and Villiers, without 
a moment’s thought, bounced after him 
with a sharp: “Come back, Cheviot! 
What the dickens do you mean by behaving 
in this way?” 

Cheviot went back, but with an outburst 
of temper that silenced Villiers with sheer 
astonishment. He gave both his listeners 
clearly to understand that he considered 
he had been under supervision long enough, 
that he refused to be dogged by Burford 
at every turn, that if he chose to go to 
the dogs he would go without interference, 
and finally, if anyone wanted to fight, let 
them come on. 

When Burford rose and approached him 
with a casual: “My good fellow, why 
this violence? So wearing, don’t you 
know,” he whirled round on him with 
a fierce oath and struck him heavily on 
the mouth. But in attacking Burford he 
made a mistake. He was not in the least 
prepared for the promptitude with which 
that usually sleepy individua! seized him, 
as he proceeded in mad fury to follow 
up the assault, and neatly tripped him. 

Taken by surprise, Cheviot struck out 
blindly, but his fists fought empty air. 
Burford, with more skill than force, avoided 
a second blow, and deliberately pinned the 
whirling arms behind his assailant’s back. 
He held him fast, and Cheviot was help- 
less. Realizing this, he ceased abruptly to 
struggle. 

“Let me go!” he gasped breathlessly. 
Burford instantly lowered him to the floor 
and released him. 

“Certainly,” he said contemptuously. “I 
have not the smallest desire to detain you.” 
And turning away, he covered hismouth 
with his handkerchief. Cheviot picked 
himself up and bolted. 

Burford glanced at Villiers and _ re- 
marked drily: “A very creditable per- 
formance, eh?” 

Villiers noted the blood-soaked hand- 
kerchief with dismay. “He is mad,” he 
said. “Or else he has been drinking.” 

Burford shrugged his shoulders. “Oh, 
no! I had to pull him up yesterday. A 
trifling matter. And he has lusted for my 
blood ever since.” He strolled to the door 
and paused, still mopping his cut lip. Then 
he said with great deliberation: “You 
will be good enough te note that this 
show was a strictly private one, Villiers,” 
and passed out, leaving Villiers staring after 
him in dumb astonishment. 


HAT evening Cheviot sat long in his 
room with his head in his hands, and 
contemplated his probable future with 
a keen though shrinking anticipation. He 
did not doubt that disgrace lay before him 

And his sister—he had a half-sister who 
was a nurse at Simla—what would she 
say when she knew? Well, it was his 
own doing. It was no good sitting there 
squirming. 

And so, weary, harassed, and exceed- 
ingly miserable, Cheviot rose and left his 
room with the intention of showing him- 
self, and courting arrest with as great ef- 
frontery as he could muster. It was in 
this mood that he encountered Burford 
in the passage and drew himself up with 
a jerk 

Burford stopped. “I was just coming 
to speak to you, Cheviot,’ he observed 
frigidly. “Can you spare me two minutes?” 

Cheviot paused very unwillingly. “What 
is it?” 

“Come into my room,” said Burford. 

And Cheviot followed him silently. The 
light there revealed to him the fact that 
Burford’s countenance was purple and 
swollen about the mouth after a fashion 
extremely suggestive of prize-fighting. It 
was a disfigurement that would last for 
some days to come, and Cheviot was dis- 
mayed by the discovery. For despite his 
sullen aspect, Cheviot was feeling parti- 
cularly tame. 

“Now, my dear sir, doesn’t it occur 
to you that you have been making rather 
a fool of yourself?” Cheviot was silent 

Burford waited a few moments with 
his eyes on Cheviot’s face. Suddenly he 
laid his hand on the boy’s shoulder and 
spoke in a soothing drawl: 

“Come now! Is it fever, or what? I 
want to understand your machinery, don’t 
you know. And it’s so awfully com- 
plicated.” 

“When you’ve sent me to the puppy- 
dogs you'll be able to try your hand on 
someone else’s machinery,” he said, with a 
bitter laugh. 


“What exactly do you mean?” Bur- 
ford regarded him with puzzled inquiry. 

“And now,” he said quietly, “will you 
tell me what possible pleasure you imagine 
it could be to send you to the puppy-dogs, 
as you so gracefully express it?” 

Cheviot stood dumbfounded, his face 
crimson. “I—don’t want you to let me 
off,” he blurted. 

Burford did not reply. Certainly if his 
aim had been to humiliate this refractory 
youngster, he could not have chosen a 
more effectual method. 

“T can spare you now,” he remarked 
pleasantly, after a short pause, “unless you 
have anything more to say.” 

Cheviot hesitated. Then, “Yes, I’m 
sorry I struck you. I beg your pardon!” 
He snapped out the words as if they hurt 
him, flung round on his heel and went 
back to his room. 


FORTNIGHT later the curse of the 

plains stalked ironshod through the 

land. Enteric, dysentery and malaria 
divided empire in the hospital, and day by 
day claimed fresh victims. 

In the bazaar, natives died deaths 
strange and ghastly, and no one whispered 
the word—cholera. 

And it was then, while the rains were 
drenching the tortured earth with healing, 
unceasing downpour, and the hospital was 
filled to overflowing with fever-stricken 
men, that Cheviot also fell a victim to 
fever. One night he appeared at mess 
looking so wretchedly ill that the colonel 
noticed it. 

“What’s wrong with you, Cheviot?” he 
asked. “A touch of fever?” 

“I’m perfectly well, sir,” 
doggedly. 

The Colonel looked incredulous. “What 
do you think, O’Connor?” he said, turning 
to the regimental surgeon. 

O’Connor was a gusty, tempestuous 
person, as Irish as his name. He turned 
round at the question and glanced at young 
Cheviot. Then he seized him by the 
shoulders. 

“What do you mean by turning up 
here when you ought to be in bed?” he 
demanded. 

“IT won't,” said Cheviot shortly. “I tell 
you I’m all right.” 

“Permit me to offer my services,” said 
Burford sauntering up. 

“Think I can’t manage him?” said 
O’Connor. “All right. Take him along.” 

Cheviot turned about, red and angry, 
and departed, Burford stalking at his heels. 
Since his bitter humiliation of a fortnight 
before, Cheviot’s hatred for the Honorable 
Burford had increased tenfold. 

He had listened in silent shame to Bur- 
ford’s plausible explanation with regard 
to his disfigurement, had heard him coolly 
describe the exact manner in which his horse 
had tossed up his head and caught his 
rider’s face, and from his soul he loathed 
the overbearing leniency that had given 
him another chance. 

He refused Burford’s assistance and re- 
turned to his quarters. Half an hour later 
Burford looked in unceremoniously, and 
found him sitting at the table, with his 
head in his hands, and a sheet of notepaper 
before him 

“Why are you not in bed, may I ask?” 

Cheviot raised his head. He was shiver- 
ing violently. “I want to send a message 
—a wire. I shall be past writing tomorrow. 
And it must go. Only my head is so in- 
fernally simmy I can’t hold the pen 
straight.” 

“Here I'll write this precious message 
for you, a dozen if you like. But you un- 
dress and go to bed. Come, now!” 

“And now,” said Burford quietly, when 
at length Cheviot laid himseif uneasily 
down, “what do you want me to write?” 

“Anything will do,” murmured Cheviot, 
“so long as she comes.” 

“Eh? Who'is it? Where do you want 
to send it?” 

“Oh, I forgot you didn’t know! It is 
to go to my sister, Kathleen. She is at 
Simla. ‘Miss Vere, care of Mrs. Weston, 
Home Bungalow, Simla.’” 

Burford gave a sudden start. He did 
not speak for a few seconds. When he 
did it was with the old, studied gentleness: 
“But, my dear fellow, you can’t mean to 
ask her to come from Simla to this fever- 
stricken place?” 

“Yes. Why not? She’s a nurse, and 
knows all about it. I'm sure she'll come.” 

“But, my dear Cheviot, it’s not fit for 
any woman—this place.” 

“She knows all about it; you see she 
spent an autumn in the plains two years 
ago, nursing a chap who died.” 

“Died, eh? What was his name?” Bur- 
ford bent suddenly forward. 

Cheviot stared back with hazy surprise. 
“Whose name? Oh, Jack Hilyard, you 
mean. Yes, he died.” 

He asked no more, and very soon after, 
O’Connor arrived. “He mustn’t be left,” 
he said after a careful examination. 

[Turn to page 24) 
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22 McCall's Magazine for December, 1922 23 

i 

t Wy 

: | 

) Y Milli f Skin Radiators 

7 Keep Them Working 

t 

OUR skin is the chief white cleanliness, established and for the invigorated feeling 
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The royal robes must be designed to with- 
stand wear and tear of long play-days and 
frequent laundering. 


Experience has taught the queen-mother 
that rompers, which have no season, make 
the best of court attire. 


Rompers can be made at home of du- 
rable materials, economically and attractively 
finished with Bartons Red-E-Trim, which 
being double-fold eliminates the necessity of 
hemming before trimming. Simply insert 
the raw edge between the two folds of 
Red-E-Trim and stitch either by hand or 
by machine. 


The trim launders perfectly and being 
on the bias like BNF seam tape, and 
Bartons Russian Trimming, it does not 
pucker. It can be bought in such a multi- 
tude of colors, patterns and materials as to 
always assure variety to the royal wardrobe. 


Bartons Double Fold Red-E-Trim plays 
an equally important part in the finishing of 
charming little frocks for sister and in the 
trimming of dresses, blouses, tunics, skirts 
and lingerie for grown-ups. It also beautifies 
bed-spreads, doilies, table covers, sofa pillows 
and numerous other dainty things that can 
easily be made at home. Send for our catalog 


of usefulness, “A Dozen Trim Ideas.” 


BIAS NARROW FABRIC COMPANY, Inc. 
65 WORTH STREET NEW YORK CITY 














It Washes 









“New Thought “4 
Booklet. 


Write for it 
today. 


ARTONS Double 
Fold Red-E-Trim 

is always displayed in a 
special countercase that 
lays every pattern and color 
before you, permitting a 
quick and happy selection, 

Look for it wherever 
you shop. 
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The Honorable Burford 


[Continued from page 22] 


“T will stay with him,” said Burford. 

O’Connor nodded. “What’s this about 
a telegram he’s so unhappy about?” 

“To his sister. He wants to send for 
her. She is at Simla.” 

O’Connor glanced at Cheviot, who was 
tossing feverishly. “Better send.” 

A couple of days later Burford was the 
general subject of conversation at the mess. 
For Cheviot had gone down into the Valley 
of the Shadow in weariness of soul, and this 
man by sheer strength and determination 
had dragged him back. 

“You had better get him to help you in 
the hospital,” said Rothesay, also to 
O’Connor, while Burford was under dis- 
cussion. “You'll want help pretty soon. 
There’s cholera only ten miles away.” 

O’Connor turned on him. “You chat- 
tering, harebrained fool, I don’t believe 
it!” he said angrily. 

“Man alive, I don’t care what you do. 
But it’s a fact, and we’re in for it.” 


O you don’t want to marry me?” 
“No,” said Miss Vere gently, as she 
turned her horse’s head toward Simla. 
“IT am very sorry, Mr. Owen, I can’t even 
think of it. I have no choice.” There was 
a ring of distress in her voice, and she 
turned a face of piteous entreaty toward 
him. 

“Nurse, dear, I’m sorry. I won't say 
it again—at least, not for a long time.” 

Miss Vere smiled in a relieved way. 
He was invariably considerate, and so she 
went on, hoping that some day he would be 
content to remain her good friend. For 
this great, freckled fellow who lazed about 
Simla for want of something better to do, 
had fallen in love with the quiet, sweet 
Irish girl who had come as a nurse to the 
Indian paradise among the pines. 

He was rich, he was young, he was con- 
fident. He had no intention of letting him- 
self be baffled. At the same time he did 
not mean to distress her by his importunity. 
He loved her enough to put her happiness 
before his own. And so he talked gaily 
and carelessly on indifferent topics as they 
rode back to Simla, and the shadow passed 
gradually from Miss Vere’s gray eyes. 

But Kathleen Vere was troubleth.. Many 
a woman has lost her heart trying to turn 
a lover into a friend. That night, when 
Lucy Weston followed her to her room, 
Kathleen needed a confidant as she had not 
in many days. Mrs. Weston was her hostess 
and her very dear friend, and when she said 
with an expectant smile, “Kathieen, my 
dear, we are all wondering about Owen,” 
Kathleen turned suddenly and hid her face 
on Lucy’s shoulder. 

“T have something to tell you,’ she 
whispered brokenly. 

“You are going to marry Owen?” 

“No, no, not—” 

“You have married him already?” 

“O Lucy, I’m married already, but not 
to Owen. Never to Owen!” 

“Then what on earth—” 

“Oh, I should have told you before,” 
she whispered. “Perhaps I should have told 
him, too. But it hurts me so to talk 
about it!” 

Mrs. Weston kissed her hair impulsively, 
without speaking. There was a long silence. 
Then Mrs. Weston asked gently, “Who is 
he? Where is he, dear?” 

“T don’t know. He left me a week 
after our wedding.” Kathleen lifted her 
head from Mrs. Weston’s shoulder. “Let 
me tell you everything!” 

“You see, when I was quite a young 
givl I was engaged to a dear fellow I had 
known nearly all my life. He got into 
trouble and had to leave the country. For 
years I lost sight of him, and I took up 
nursing. Then I met Everard Vivian, the 
man who became my husband. He was 
very kind to me. I was unhappy and un- 
settled, and when he asked me to marry 
him I consented. I told him all about 
Jack. He said it had been mere girlish 
sentiment, and I fancy now he was right. 
I had loved Jack as a youthful comrade; 
I did not then know that there was a 
deeper love. 

“We were married very quietly. Even 
my brother Walter was not present. And 
we went to Italy. There I met Jack again. 

“My husband’s regiment was stationed 
at that time at Gibraltar, and orders came 
unexpectedly for him to rejoin. Just then 
Jack was taken suddenly ill, and the doctors 
said, fatally ill. He begged to see me and 
I went. When I returned Everard was 
gone, leaving word with the servants that 
he had rejoined his regiment. 

“He wrote two days later, and said—oh, 
I can’t tell you what he said! But after 
I got that letter I—sent him back my 
wedding-ring and all the things he had 
given me, and it was all over. Jack got 
better, and I came to India to my sister. 
Afterward Jack came to India. He had 
a tea-plantation in the south. But he fell ill 
with malaria directly he got out. And I 
went and nursed him. I could not leave 
him to die alone. He died. And I went 
back to my sister. And that is all.” 


Kathleen lifted her face from Mrs. 
Weston’s shoulder. Her eyes were dry and 
bright. “You see,” she said, “my husband 
did not trust me. He knew I was fond 
of Jack. He did not understand, and I 
was too hurt—too proud—to explain.” 

“But—darling,” Mrs. Weston hesitated 
a little, “you did love your husband ?” 

Kathleen turned her face away. “I did 
not know how much.” 

“And—you do not know where he is?” 

“No, I heard that he had left his old 
regiment.” 

The entrance of a native servant with 
a telegram put an end to their talk. 

The message was short and to the point— 


Cheviot down with malaria. Condition critical. 
*CoNNOR, Surgeon. 


IX o'clock the next morning found 
Kathleen ready to start for Budhpore, 
her heart heavy with dread. 

The halt for tiffin was the only interlude 
in that dreary journey through the in- 
cessant rain, and Kathleen chafed even at 
this. For a fever of restless anxiety pos- 
sessed her. Wet, weary and miserable, she 
descended from her perch at Kalka at last 
and made for shelter. A rattle of wheels 
and a view-halloo from the direction they 
had traveled arrested her steps, however. 
She paused, a sensation that was half-hope, 
half-dread, at her heart. She stood and 
watched the mail-tonga gallop up in style, 
saw a gigantic figure leap down and come 
toward her, and she put out her hands 
half-hysterically crying: “How could you?” 

Owen shook hands in a matter-of-fact 
fashion. “Beastly wet, isn’t it?” he said 
amiably. But Kathleen only repeated 
tragically: “How could you?” 

“Easiest thing in the world,” he re- 
turned airily. “I’ve got a friend down 
at Budhpore, Villiers his name is. I’m 
going down to see him.” 

“You shouldn’t have come,” she in- 
terrupted. 

“IT came because—because you may 
need me. You aren’t going to throw me 
over entirely, eh? You'll spare me a 
few crumbs of friendship? Friends, even 
unwieldly lubbers like myself, come in use- 
ful, you know, sometimes.” 

“You are the best friend I have in the 
world,” she said very earnestly. 

Owen nodded approvingly. “That’s 
right. I am glad you are entering into the 
spirit of the thing. It’s a compact then, eh ?” 


SAY, can I speak to you?” asked 
Cheviot, in a tone of very unusual 
docility. 

He was lying in bed, out of danger, 
but extremely weak. Burford was sitting 
in the room reading. 

“You've been awfully good to me. You 
—you saved my life, in fact. Heaven 
knows why, after the abominable way I 
treated you. I’m sorry I’ve been such a 
cur!” 

“Then shake!” said Burford. 

Burford’s hand closed suddenly and 
tightly upon his patient’s. He did not look 
at Cheviot, being perfectly well aware that 
the boy’s eyes had tears of weakness in 
them. And he said nothing whatever. 
Nevertheless, from that moment, Cheviot’s 
sentiments toward this man he had so 
vehemently hated underwent a complete 
change. 

Burford leaned back deliberately in his 
chair and stared at the ceiling. “You will 
have to take care that your sister does not 
overdo it, when she gets here,” he remarked. 

“I wonder when she will arrive? I 
suppose you have no idea? By the way, 
you know her, don’t you?” asked Cheviot. 

“I?” Burford’s sleepy eyes opened a 
little wider than usual, but he continued 
to stare at the ceiling. 

“Yes. Don’t you? You said something 
that made me think so. It was about Jack 
Hilyard.” 

“Oh, I knew him!” said Burford. 

“He was a rum chap,” said Cheviot. 
“My sister and he were engaged for a time. 
Then he made the country too hot to hold 
him and had to bolt. And she went in 
for nursing.” 

“And came to India,” murmured Bur- 
ford. : 

“Yes, eventually. But she married first 
—a brute who deserted her while they 
were on their honeymoon. I’ve often 
wanted to meet the blackguard. I would 
shoot him if I got the chance.” 

“No doubt,” drawled Burford. He did 
not appear to be paying much attention. 

“Hark!” suddenly exclaimed Cheviot. 
“T'll swear I heard a woman’s step.” 

He had hardly uttered the words before 
the door opened quietly and someone en- 
tered. Cheviot raised himself with a weak 
whoop of welcome, and was clasped in- 
stantly and closely in his sister’s arms. 
Burford started up with his hand over his 
eyes as if the sight of her dazzled him. 
Then recovering himself, he turned and 
went out slowly and quietly, and shut the 
door behind him. 

[Turn to page 55} 
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Why fade at 


OUTHFUL maturity may exert a 

charm which youth alone can’t rival. 
And certainly no woman should allow her 
youthful freshness to fade just when the 
joy of living should be at its height. 

Keep your schoolgirl complexion and you 
can forget the passing years. The woman 
with a fresh, radiant skin will always seem 
young. 

How to keep it—this is simple, as Cleo- 
patra could tell you. The secret lies in daily 
intelligent care, which will make beauty 
lifelong. 


How Cleopatra kept young 

Girlhood days had long passed when the 
beautiful Egyptian reached the height of her 
fame and loveliness. Her charm grew 
greater with the years. 

She knew how to care for and keep the 
smooth, flawless complexion which makes 
the possessor seem ever young. 

Her method—thorough cleansing with 
the soothing oils discovered in ancient 
Egypt. Whatever cosmetics this queen of 
beauty used, the foundation was a skin free 


from all injurious accumulations. 
Why your face needs washing 


Because the accumulation of dirt, oil and 
perspiration must be removed or they will 





The Palmolive Co, 

Iam delighted to 
have painted for you 
the first advertising 
subject I have done 











in oil, which is, to 
me, a new and de- 
lightful medium, 








ruin your skin. To let them collect in the 
pores is to invite complexion troubles. 

Inevitably such deposits soon cause en- 
larged pores and coarse texture results. The 
dirt forms blackheads and carries infections 
which cause blotches. 

The more powder you use to conceal this 
condition, the worse it grows, for this only 
increases the clogging. Lotions and cold 
creams won’t help—you must remove the 
cause. 

Gentle cleansing with Palmolive will 
soon improve the condition, and don’t be 
afraid to be thorough. 

Massage the cosmetic lather into the skin 
so that it may remove every trace of injuri- 
If your skin is dry, apply cold 


cream after cleansing. Oily skins won’t 


ous soil. 
require such applications. 


Throat, neck, shoulders 


Need the same beautifying cleansing, for 
complexion beauty doesn’t stop with the face. 

Bathe with Palmolive and keep your skin 
smooth and white. Itisaluxury all canafford. 

For with all its fineness, its mild, soothing 
qualities, its gentle, cosmetic action, Palm- 
olive isn’t an expensive soap. Popularity 
keeps the price low. 


THE PALMOLIVE COMPANY, MILWAUKEE, U. S. A. 


THE PALMOLIVE COMPANY OF 


Also makers of Palmolive Shaving Cream and Palmolive Shampoo 
J . 


CANADA, Limited, TORONTO, CANADA 





10 cents a cake 


This modest sum is possible through gi- 
gantic production which keeps the Palm- 
olive factories working day and night, and 
the importation of the bland, mild oils in 
tremendous volume. 


Thus this finest facial soap, which if made 
in small quantities would cost at least 25 
cents, is offered at the price of ordinary soap. 


Paim and Olive oils—nothing 
else— give nature’s green 
color to Palmolive Soap 
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onte SPINACH 





—and so easy, too! Det Monte Spine and instant use whenever you wish. 
ach gives you a new reason for serving These illustrations and recipes | 
this deliciou 1 healthful vegetable show just a few of the many tempting 
more often than you have in the past. ways to serve Det Mont Spinach. 
It’s spinach at its best — more palat’ Why not learn more of them 
able and much more convenient tha supply those essential mineral salts so 
f you had picked it fresh from your necessary in the diet at this sea 
varden. The crisp, tender leaves are cut, the year? Our book, “Det Monte Rec- 
thoroughly washed and re-washed _stpes or FLAvor,” will help you. It con 
under hea‘ pray f water and im tains not only many other recipes for 
mediately cooked for u—preserving pinach, but thrifty suggestions for 
ill the natural delicacy of fresh spinach service of the more than a hundred 
in its highest deg You'll find it ab delicious varieties of canned fruits, 
solutely free from grit—green, succue — tables and food specialties packed under 
lent and savory—ready for convenient the Det Monte label. For a free copy 


So many appetizing ways to serve it~ 


Address Department 32 
CAI IFORNI \ PACKING ¢ ORPOR ATION 


San Francisco, California 


It’s cooked 


ready to serve 


—and absolutely free from grit 
















































o every-day menus with DEL MONTE Spinach. 








the ease of putting healthful variety int 








SPINACH PIQUANTE—Mix 2%; cups chopped drained Del 





Monte d inach, 1 dill pickle, c hopped, 1 teaspoon salt, ™% 
teas] pepper and 1 tablespoon vinegar. Pack in a mold garnished 
with slices of har cooked egg and strips of Del Monte Red 
Pimientos. Chill, turn out on lettuce and serve with mayonnaise. 


PINACH WITH RICE BORDER—Drain 1% cups of Del 
Monte Canned Spinach, add 1 tablespoon of chopped Del Monte 
Green Chile and 34 cup well seas« ned thick white sauce and heat in 
a double boiler Serve in a border of hot steamed or boiled rice 
and garnish with strips of Del Monte Red Pimientos. 


SPINACH AND HAM OMELET—Drain and finely chop 34 cup 


Del Monte Canned Spinach. Beat 5 eggs until thick and light, add 


14 cup hot water, % teaspoon salt and % teaspoon pepper, mixing 
thoroughly. Add the spinach and '%4 cup chopped boiled ham and 
pour into hot well greased omelet pan. Allow to cook over a low 
fire till sét, shaking the pan occasionally till all is thoroughly 





done. Roll or fold and serve. 


—Choy; can Del Monte Canned Spinach, add 
SPINACH SOUP C p l D { 

liquid from the spinact cup of water and a ham bone. Cover and 
Remove ham bone and add 2 cups well 


s teaspoon each of pepper and nutmeg. 





seasoned white sauc 


SPINACH LOAF—Mix 1% cups of drained and chopped Del 
Monte Canned Spinach, 1 cup of crumbs, 1 well beaten egg, '% cup 
of grated cheese, 1 tablespoon of lemon juice, 1 teaspoon of salt 
and '@ teaspoon of pepper. Pour into a greased baking dish and 
steam over boiling water, or bake in the oven 25 minutes. Serve 
with hot Del Monte Canned Tomato Sauce. 


SPINACH WITH BAKED EGGS—Drain and chop 2 cups of Del 
Monte Canned Spinach. Heat and add 1 teaspoon salt, 1% teaspoon 
pepper and 2 tablespoons butter. Place eggs in greased muffin pans 
or ramekins, allowing 1 egg to each serving, sprinkle with seasoning 
and bake until firm. Heap hot spinach on serving dish, arrange eggs 
on top and serve immediately. 


CREAMED SPINACH ON TOAST—Add 1% cups of drained and 
chopped Del Monte.Canned Spinach to 114 cups of thin white sauce. 
Cook until spinach is thoroughly heated and serve on toast. 


SPINACH CROQUETTES—Mix 1% cups of finely chopped and 
well drained Del Monte Canned Spinach, 1 finely chopped hard 
cooked egg, 1 teaspoon of salt, % teaspcon of pepper, and 1 well 
beaten egg. Mix thoroughly, form into fiat cakes, cover with crumbs 
and brown in hot fat in the frying pan. Servé with an onion sauce 


made by adding 1 cup chopped boiled onion to 1 cup white sauce. 
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Eat Plenty of Milk For 


Its Protein 


By Dr. E. V. McCollum and Nina Simmonds 
School of Hygiene and Public Health, Johns Hopkins University 


HEN it comes to considering 

whether milk or meat is the more 

important, one can say only that 

both are important products. 
Both furnish “efficient” or “complete” 
protein. Getting plenty of “efficient” or 
“complete” protein is one of the big nutri- 
tion problems. 

Moreover, the proteins of milk and 
meat are both particularly valuable, be- 
cause they supplement, so well, other pro- 
teins, such as those supplied by bolted 
flour, peas and beans. Vegetable proteins, 
either singly or collectively, are of rela- 
tively poor quality, but are enhanced in 
value when combined with the proteins of 
milk or of meat. 

The muscles and organs of our bodies 
are made up mostly of protein. In the 
process of living these are continually 
breaking down, and must be restored. 

Some years ago, there was a theory that 
the harder one 
worked or exercised 
the faster he wore 
out his muscle tissue. 


that this was pot 


protein. If not all the needed amino acids 
are found in the food then the protein 
which has been supplied was incomplete. 

By a complete food protein we mean 
one which would supply ai! te amino acids 
needed by the human body. 

Some of the most important protein 
foods are milk, cheese, flesh-foods and eggs. 
They contain all the amino acids necessary 
to build the protein of the body. 

The protein of beans, peas and most 
nuts cannot be depended on to support 
growth unless they are helped out with one 
of the complete protein foods, and natur- 
ally those most useful for the purpose are 
milk and meat. 

On the whole, milk is probably better 
than meat as a supplement to these in- 
complete protein foods, not because it is 
any better than meat, but because of the 
other valuable elements which it furnishes— 
namely vitamins and minerals. 

Meat needs 
scarcely anyone to 


ture and its ten- 


i Pa i tid < « ar hold a brief for it. 

* off wR oF = Because of its agree- 

Later it was found 2 | « ans able flavor and tex- 
- : ay — 


true —that practic- ow 
ally the same | f@:: 
amount of break- : 
ing-down occurred 
whether one worked 
at an easy task or 
at one which uses 
much physical 
energy. 

What the muscle 
does is to burn 
sugars into energy 
and then to trans- 
form that energy 
partly into me- 
chanical work, do- 
ing this without the 
destruction of much 
muscle substance. 
The sugar used by 
the muscles comes 
from the sugar in 
food and from that 
which results from 
the digestion of 
starches. The body 
can burn fats, also, 
as a source of 
energy for work or 
for heat. 

The old idea of 


tion-specialists. 
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E DO not 
country, from the terrible 
diseases that are caused by marked 
deficiencies in diet. should 


But most of us are in the twi- 
light zone of ill health. We are 
nervous, irritable, depressed; we 
lack vitality, we catch cold easily. 
These lesser ills, too, may be due to 
nutritional disturbances. 


Eating the right kind of food 
will aid in correcting these troubles, 
say Dr. McCollum and Miss Sim- 
monds, America’s two great nutri- 
They give three ves we 
simple rules for correct eating and tables 
have prepared suggestive menus for 
two weeks. For this leaflet, send a in the 
stamped, self-addressed envelope to 
Dr. McCollum, 
Magazine, 236 West 37th Street, 


eo. sD perl dency to excite the 
; flow of digestive 
juices, it has long 
been one of our 
favorite foods, and 
is likely to continue 
so to be. 

However, good 
as meat is, we 
train our- 
selves not to be 
slaves to it. In 
moderate amounts 
pnce a day, it is 
pleasant and accept- 
able, but we should 
always plan to get 
the greater amount 
of the needed pro- 
tein from milk and 
cheese, using meat, 
cereals and vege- 
as supple- 
mentary to dairy 
products. 


suffer, in this 


articles 
which appeared in 
the October and 
November issues of 
this magazine, the 
importance of milk 
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“more meat when 
you work” persists. 
It is not uncommon even today, for a 
poor family to deny themselves necessities 
in order that the bread-winner may have 
meat two or three times a day. If you ask 
them why they follow this rather un- 
thrifty custom, they reply that it is neces- 
sary. It is hard to convince them that 
it is not. 

The members of the protein food family 
are as unlike, in their make-up, as are 
members of a human family. There are a 
number of protein foods besides milk and 
meat. Cereals, such as wheat and corn, 
barley and oats, are partly protein. Eggs, 
peas, beans and nuts may also be depended 
on to some extent to supply protein. 

When we study these foods we find 
that the different proteins are made up of 
simpler products which are called amino 
acids. The strange part of it is that every 
different protein is made up of a different 
combination of these amino acids. For 
example, a certain amino acid which is in 
the protein of muscle is not present at all 
in one of the proteins of wheat. The 
proteins of both corn and wheat lack, in 
great measure, certain amino acids which 
are present in abundance in meat and milk. 

Our bodies, in order to build up the 
particular kind of protein which is in our 
muscle tissue, have to break protein food 
into amino acids, then make a selection of 
these acids which will rebuild into body 





as a food was 
stressed over and 
over again. It is valuable because it con- 
tains vitamin A which is necessary to 
general well being. It is no less valuable 
for its minerals, and for its protein. 

It is particularly suitable for supple- 
menting the deficiencies of bread, rice, 
potatoes, and other cereal foods and fleshy 
roots. Rice eaten with milk, or cooked 
with it as it is in rice pudding, bread and 
milk, crackers eaten with milk, or cream 
soups, creamed carrots, creamed potatoes, 
onions o1 other vegetables are practical 
ways of introducing milk into the diet. 

Milk is one of the PROTECTIVE 
FOODS, and the first rule in the new 
system of diet proposed in the first article 
of this series, was that everyone should 
have every day a quart of milk or its 
equivalent in cheese, cottage cheese, or such 
dishes as custards, ice-cream, junket, cocoa, 
milk toast, creamed soups and vegetables. 

The deficiencies of milk are its low 
content of iron, and, under certain con- 
ditions, its lack of other vitamins than fat 
soluble A. These faults of milk as a per- 
fect food we have taken into considera- 
tion when we formulated the rules for the 
new system of diet, which emphasize the 
fact that in addition to the quart of milk 
or its equivalent, every one should, have 
every day two salads of raw fruits or 
vegetables, as well as one liberal serving 
of a cooked leafy vegetable. 




























‘ou hear of 
the 8 hour Day 

What of the 

S hour Night? 


LEEP is “‘Nature’s sweet restorer.” If 

you don’t get enough of the right kind 
of sleep you can’t be mentally alert. Nor 
can you be at your best, physically. 


An eight-hour sleeping night is quite as 
important as an eight-hour working day. 
If you don’t get. your proper sleep, you be- 
come irritable; your work becomes a task. 


If you are in the habit of drinking coffee, 
that may be the explanation of your dis- 
turbed and restless sleep with consequent 
nervous irritability. For coffee contains 
caffeine—a nerve-irritant. 


Why not give yourself the benefit of the 
doubt? It’s so easy to find out for yourself 
—stop coffee and drink healthful, fragrant 
Postum instead. 


Postum is a pure and wholesome cereal 
beverage, absolutely free from caffeine or 
drugs of any kind. Thousands of people 
prefer it to coffee, for its rich flavor alone. 





Postum FOR HEALTH 


“There’s a Reason” 











POSTUM , 


comes in two forms: 
INSTANT POSTUM 


(in tins) 
prepared instantly 
in the cup by the 
addition of boiling 
water. 


POSTUM CEREAL 
(in packages) 
for those who prefer 
to make the drink 
whilethe mealis be- 
ing prepared, made 
by boiling fully 
twenty minutes. 








Made by 
Postum Cereal Company, Inc. 
Battle Creek, Mich. 
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More Smiles Now 


For women have prettier teeth 


A new way of teeth cleaning 
has multiplied smiles. Millions 
of women now use it. It has 
changed dingy teeth to whiter 
teeth. Wherever you look now 
you see pretty teeth which other 
people envy. 


This new method is at your 
command. A free test will be 
sent for the asking. For the sake 
of whiter, safer teeth we urge 
you to accept it. 


Combats the film 


This new way combats film— 
that viscous coat you feel. The 
old ways of brushing never did 
that effectively. 

Film clings to teeth, gets be- 
tween the teeth and stays. It 
absorbs stains and, if you leave 
it, forms the basis of cloudy coats, 
including tartar. That’s why 
most teeth look dingy. 


Film also holds food substance 
which ferments and forms acid. 
It holds the acid in contact with 
the teeth to cause decay. Germs 
breed by millions in it. They, 
with tartar, are the chief cause 
of pyorrhea. 


Most tooth troubles, which few 
escape, are now traced to that 
film. 


Two methods found 


Dental science, after long re- 
search, has found two ways to 
fight that film. Years of tests 
have amply proved their efficien- 
cy. Now leading dentists every- 
where are advising their daily 
use. 


A new-type tooth paste has 
been created, modern, scientific 
and correct. The name is Pepso- 
dent. These two film combatants 








10-Day Tube Free 


THE PEPSODENT COMPANY, 


Dept. 400, 1104 S. Wabash Ave., Chicago,Ill 


Mail 10-day tube of Pepsodent to 





Only one tube to a family 





are now embodied in it. It is 
bringing to countless homes a 
new dental era. 


Two other enemies 


Teeth have two other great 
enemies. One is starch, which 
gums the teeth, and which may 
ferment and form acid. The 
other is mouth acids. 

Pepsodent multiplies the starch 
digestant in the saliva, to better 
combat those starch deposits. It 
multiplies the alkalinity of the 
saliva, to better neutralize mouth 
acids. Thus it gives manifold 


power to Nature’s great tooth- 
protecting agents. That’s another 
result of modern dental research. 





45 nations use it 

Pepsodent now has world-wide 
use, largely through dental ad- 
vice. Careful people of some 
forty-five countries see its bene- 
fits today. 

Send the coupon for a 10-Day 
Tube. Note how clean the ‘eeth 
feel after using. Mark the ab- 
sence of the viscous film. See 
how teeth whiten as the film- 
coats disappear. 

One week will convince you 
that you and yours should al- 
ways use this method. Cut out 
the coupon now. 





Péepsadéent 


The New-Day Dentifrice 





Endorsed by modern authorities 
and advised by leading dentists 
nearly all the world over now. All 
druggists supply the large tube. 
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Three Wise Men 


[Continued from page 7] 


It was then that Balthazar had thought 
of Milly 

He had known Milly years ago, up 
there in the homely village of Sackton, 
in Maine, when he was a lank lad and 
nearly as poor as he was now rich. 
It was an old-fashioned Christmas they 
always had up in Sackton. He could not 
have told you the many and particular 
details of those Christmas days; no, but 
one memory connected with them stood 
out clear, like a star over a huddled city— 
the memory of Milly herself. 

People said she hadn’t any sense of 
proportion, Milly hadn’t! No, positively! 
Didn’t judge things humanly, you know, 
at all! Proposed the most unheard-of 
things. That plan of hers, for instance, for 
everybody in Sackton—sleepy, stolid, pre- 
judiced old Sackton, mind you—to adopt 
two children each. 

Of course, everyone laughed at her, and 
pooh-poohed the idea; but that sort of 
thing never fazed Milly. 

She had a wonderful scheme, too, at 
one time, whereby farmers formerly in- 
digent, could make their everlasting for- 
tunes raising turkeys for Christmas. All 
that was needed was first the farmers 
to raise the turkeys, then a well organized 
brotherhood of rich men to buy the turkeys 
and distribute them on Christmas Eve, 
collectively or individually, to the people 
who did not have them. 

Another of her daring conceptions of 
life, concerned two dreadfully poor old 
maids of Sackton, who were like to become 
burdens on the town’s charity, yet who 
made admittedly the best biscuits and coffee 
within a fifty mile circuit. 

It was when men were flocking to the 
Yukon gold fields. 

“They tell me,” said Milly, gravely, 
“that they are paying twenty, thirty, forty 
dollars a day to cooks up there. If Miss 
Hannah and Miss Anna would only go up 
to the Yukon and make coffee and biscuits 
for all those miners, they’d pay them 
seventy dollars a day, I'll warrant. 


HY, don’t you see,” she had said 

once to Balthazar, “the idea gf the 

Arabian Nights isn’t inventethat 
all; it’s simply borrowed, copied—yes, and 
mighty palely copied at that—from life. 

“Think of the interesting things that are 
happening and have happened since the 
world began! It isn’t a thousand and one 
nights, but a million or billion or so! And 
everything marvelous you could imagine 
taking place in them. And Haroun-al- 
Raschid, the king who went about in dis- 
guise, reading the secrets of his subjects’ 
hearts—why, that’s interesting, but it’s pale, 
beside God’s going about among us, all the 
time, unseen, and knowing all the secret 
desires of our hearts.” 

She had a way like that, of dropping 
into big, serious ideas very surprisingly— 
then off again, delicate as thistledown. 

Well, Balthazar had been fascinated by 
all this, though he still clung to his own 
idea of life as a hard struggle. 

“The trouble is,” Milly had insisted, 
“everybody’s so afraid! They are always 
saving money, saving their strength, sav- 
ing themselves, and never taking any risks!” 

“You'd take a risk, wouldn’t you, for 
anybody you cared for?” Balthazar had 
faltered, his boy’s heart thumping terribly 
hard. 

“Lemme tell you!” Milly had said 
solemnly, tooking straight ahead of her, 
“the only risks I’ve regretted are the ones 
I didn’t take, and they are awfully few! 
I'd risk, I'd risk—there isn’t anything I 
wouldn’t risk if I cared for a person!” 

That was the last time he had seen 
Milly. They were interrupted by the ap- 
proach of the creaky old station surrey, and 
life, in the person of his uncle, with two 
hand bags, arriving unexpectedly. 

There was a long conference that even- 
ing between his uncle and his father in 
which something dependable for the future 
was discussed; and Balthazar went away 
with his uncle on the early train the next 
morning. That had been the beginning of 
his fortune—years in England, years in 
France, then years here, and now the presi- 
dency of a great banking firm and mem- 
bership in a millionaires’ club—desirable 
things like that. 

He had not told Melchior nor Caspar 
of Milly; no, but he had used some of 
her old arguments, as though they had been 
solely his own—yes, even some of her very 
language. The reason they found life dull, 
he assured them, was because they never 
took any risks; were afraid of this and 
that; were saving themselves instead of 
spending themselves. The reason Christmas 
was bitterness and cynicism in their mouths 
was because they never really had anything 
that you would call Christmas. 

“The only reason that the original 
Balthazar and Melchior and Caspar ever 
found that stable, you know, was because 
they got out and went looking for it; yes, 
and with gifts.” 

So he had joked over it, not at all 


profanely, though the elect might think 
that it was, and it had ended by their 
going, Balthazar with some bravado, and 
the other two rather sheepishly, to that 
delicatessen shop—“like three wise men,” 
he recommended, “instead of sitting here in 
this club window like three fools.” 

And the wager? Well, the wager was 
that if any of them got back to the club 
without having had a really Christmaslike 
experience of some sort, Balthazar would 
blow the party to some kind of entirely 
new experience himself. 

So it was Milly’s Christmas, really, 
you see; Milly’s and his; and that was very 
pleasant; a sort of phanton Christmas, 
without reality but amazingly sweet. 

They walked across Fifty-ninth Street 
together, he and the Milly of his memory, 
because Milly always loved the country 
and here were the park trees, beautifully 
laden with snow. Then on down Sixth 
Avenue. And he and this gay little phan- 
tom-Milly stopped again and again and 
again to look into the windows, because 
Milly always liked brightness, even the 
brightness of the meager little shops in 
Sackton. She would have doted on these, 
here in New York—did dote on them, as he 
conceived it. And she was as gay as gay, 
bearing just lightly on his arm—the arm 
that did not hold the turkey! 

Now, why on earth had he never gone 
back to Sackton and married Milly! Well, 
for one thing, Milly was sure to have mar- 
ried someone else years ago. The Milly who 
walked with him, you see, and threaded 
the crowds light-footed, was the Milly of 
long ago; and it was better that he should 
remember her this way, no doubt, than to 
see the real Milly of today, a still diminu- 
tive but probably portly person, with 
grandchildren at her knee, maybe, and 
tortoise-shell spectacles on her nose. 

But who in the world was he going to 
give the turkey to? He began to think that 
Caspar was not so far wrong and that 
maybe this was a foolish piece of business— 
this thing of a bank president loping around 
the streets of New York on Christmas Eve, 
carrying a ten-pound turkey. 

. So he gave his attention to Milly again. 
He was going along Forty-second Street 
now and at intervals stopped in front of 
the gay and amusing shops there! 

“Everything that a woman could pos- 
sibly want,” said Milly—the gay little 
phantom-Milly—standing beside him. “See 
those little tortoise-shell combs now! 
They'd look pretty in my hair, wouldn't 
they! And that darling watch! I'd never 
wear one on my wrist. I’m old-fashioned. 
I like them on chains so you can take them 
out and open them and look at them, and 
close them and put them back, with im- 
portance!” (That was like Milly!) “And 
those rings and things; they’d look well 
on my hands. I always had rather pretty 
hands you know.” (And that was like 
Milly, too, that little gaiety and lightness 
and daring and assurance!) 

He walked on. Why in heaven’s name 
hadn’t he asked Milly to marry him? 
Years in England, years in France, the 
presidency of a bank and membership in 
a great club—what on earth were these 
compared with the lightness and whimsi- 
cality and radiancy of a Milly. If he and 
Milly had married, there would have been 
a real Christmas, not a phantom one—and 
he wouldn’t have been one of a trio of 
bogus Magi, lugging about a delicatessen- 
cooked turkey, looking for someone on 
whom to bestow it. 

Milly pulled him to the next shop win- 
dow. 

“Look, my dear, there’s such a fine 
shaving set. Just the sort that a man like 
you would like! And if you and I had 
married, I’d be buying it for you, for 
Christmas, and I think I’d buy you that 
steely blue tie with the little black line 
in it, because it is exactly the color of your 
eyes. You remember how I always liked 
the color of your eyes. ‘True blue,’ don’t 
you remember? Scotch; that’s what they 
are, and they’re a bonny color. I always 
said so. And cuff-links! There are some 
very nice cuff-links. I’d buy those for 
you!” 

Oh, Milly! Milly! ‘ 

He turned away, and doing so, crashed 
into a young man coming in the opposite 
direction, who was carrying an armful of 
bundles which scattered under the shock 
like popcorn. 

Balthazar was all kind apology. He put 
his own turkey on the pavement so as to 
have both hands free, and began picking 
up bundles, picking up bundles, picking up 
bundles, stowing them one on top of the 
other on the young man’s arm until he had 
them very nearly up to the young man’s 
nose. 

When he had balanced the last one, he 
gave him a fatherly touch on the shoulder 
as he left. “Sorry!” he said. Then for the 
first time he was aware of a little dark- 
clad figure standing in the snow, staring 
at him with astonishment, her lips parted. 

[Turn to page 30] 
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A tablespoonful of 20 Mule Team Borax to a 
gallon of warm water (or more if the water is 
hard) will clean your glassware, glasses, windows 
and mirrors clean until they sparkle with a lasting 
brilliancy. Silverware, knives and forks will shine 
without polishing for a much longer time when 
washed with a solution of 20 Mule Team Borax. It 
can’t scratch or mar, it’s nature’s greatest solvent. 


20 Mule Team Borax is the universal antiseptic 
cleanser for everything in the house—a water soft- 
ener for washing clothes, it prevents shrinking or 
fading of colors. It should be used wherever soap 
is used. It keeps the skin white and smooth. 20 
Mule Team Borax is in all clean kitchens and bath- 
rooms—is it in yours? At all grocers, department 
stores anddruggists. Sendfor MagicCrystal Booklet. 


Pacific Coast Borax Company 


100 William Street. New York 


NATURES GREATEST CLEANSER 





















For the holiday feasts 
—a Mirro Roaster 


A beautifully designed Mirro 
Roaster, of sparklingaluminum, 
brings to your holiday feasts 
juicier, more toothsome and 
more tender roasts than you 
have ever delighted the family 
with before. 


And like all Mirro Alumi- 
num kitchen ware it is an 
inspiration which will brighten 
the kitchen hours through 
your lifetime. 


The superiority of Mirro 
Aluminum utensils does not 
mean that they are expensive 
—you will find that they are 
reasonably priced. 


All Mirro Aluminum goods 
are pledged with the guarantee 
of the world’s foremost maker 
of aluminum ware. 


Let your dealer show you 
this serviceable Mirro Roaster 
today, also other useful Mirro 
Aluminum utensils. 


Send for miniature Mirro 
Catalog No. 14—it pictures 
and describes many Mirro 
kitchen utensils. 

Aluminum Goods Manufacturing 
Company 


General Offices: Manitowoc, Wis., U.S.A. 


Makers of Everything in Aluminum 


Here are the particular 
features of this Mirro 
Aluminum Roaster: 


] Ample depth for any 


roast. 


2 Extra side handle which 
permits Roaster’s being 
put in oven lengthwise or 
sidewise. 


3 Depressed cover con- 
denses steam at center 
and drippings thus fall 
directly on roast. A self- 
basting feature. 


4 Air vents in side and 
front. 


5 Rounded edges make for 
easy cleaning. 


6 Cover fits snugly into 
lower pan. 


7 Perforated tray which sits 
in bottom of Roaster. 
Has cut-out corner for 
gravy basting with spoon. 


§ Features 1, 6 and 7 com- 
bine to make Roaster a 
perfect utensil for cold- 
pack canning. It easily 
holds six one-quart jars. 


9 The famous Mirro finish. 
10 Well-known Mirrotrade- 


mark stamped into the 
bottom of every Mirro 
utensil, and your guar- 
antee of excellence 
throughout. 





- &MIRRO 





Every Mirro T2ypRO 
Utensil 


ALUMINUM. 


ears This 
Imprint 
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Three Wise Men 


[Continued from page 28] 


Then he heard his name, “Tom! Why Tom 
Kirby !” 

The next moment they were holding to 
each other’s elbows and rocking with delight 
and laughing like two children. 


“Tom! For heaven’s sake!” 
“Milly! Good Lord! Milly!” 
“You're forgetting your bundle,” she 


pointed out at last. “I was just going 
into this little restaurant down here for a 
bite of supper. Come along, and we can 
talk! Isn’t it the strangest thing that I 
should have met you!” 

They walked along side by side, he 
looking down at her almost unbelievingly, 
she up at him with delight. 

“Oh, don’t let’s go here!” said Balthazar, 
seeing how cheap a restaurant it was that 
she had selected. “Let’s go to some real 
place, you know.” 

“No, my dear,” she said in that little 
easy way of hers, “this is a real place! 
Clean, too! I used to come here often be- 
fore Peter and Jenny and Jerry came.” 

Before Peter and Jenny and Jerry 
came! Well, she was married of course, 
then, and these were her children! Never- 
theless he asked to be informed. 

“Mercy no!” she said, laughing, “I just 
adopted them, you know. I’ve adopted 
about twenty altogether.” 

“Twenty!” cried Balthazar. 

“Oh, not all at once! I take care of 
them when they need adopting and of 
course a lot of them need it. Then I get 
other people to adopt them, so that I can 
take care of some more.” (His banker’s 
career began to seem to him tame, posi- 
tively stilted!) “You don’t know anyone 
who would adopt two, do you? Peter, I’m 
going to keep for myself, always; but Jenny 
and Jerry ought to be adopted by people 
who would give them every advantage. 
You don’t know anybody, do you? Bach- 
elors, old bachelors, are the best. Are you 
an old bachelor?” 

Yes, he was 

“But I'll tell you one thing,” he said 
hurriedly, self-defensively, “I’m not going 
to adopt Jenny or Jerry! I can tell you 
that!” 

Their glances crossed swords for the 
fraction of a second, a bright alniest gay 
clash, 

“Well, do you know 
would—any bachelors?” 

Visions of Caspar and Melchior floated 
through his mind. He had a feeling that 
by meeting with Milly, he was caught up 
once more in the current and swirl of the 
real wonder of life, as he had not known 
it since he was a boy up there in Sackton, 
Maine. He had a gay premonition also 
that Caspar and Melchior were caught up 
in it, too, all unsuspecting though they were. 

“Yes,” he said, “I think maybe I do 
know two bachelors.” 

“Good!” said Milly, as though that 
were settled. 

A thin, very melancholy waiter put a 
dinner card in front of each of them. 
Milly did not even glance at hers. She 
sprawled a familiarly pretty hand upon it, 
looked up at the waiter in her adorable 
manner and said, “I'll have sausage and 
griddle cakes and coffee, please.” 

“T will, too!” said Balthazar, pushing 
the card away. 

(How good it was to get back to 
sausage and griddle cakes and coffee !) 

He clasped his hands in front of him 
on the table, leaned toward her, and said, 
“Now, please tell me!” 

Well, she had done a great many amaz- 
ing things, just as Milly would have; but 
she told them without amazement. 

While she talked, his eyes searched her 
face. Yes, it was older, to be sure, even 
more delicate in outline, but it was the 
old Milly that sat smiling at him—oh, my 
patience, yes! the same Milly of old, en- 
tirely the same. 

“Well, do you know,” said Milly, clasp- 
ing her hands too, and making a lovely 
little turn of her head that swept years 
from between them, “I do think life is the 
most wonderful thing.” 

“You always did,” he reminded her. 

“Ves, I know. And I always will! Do 
you remember my plan for adopting chil- 
dren, years ago?” 

He nodded. 

“And for turkeys? And for Miss 
Hannah and Miss Anna to go up to the 
Yukon to make biscuits?” 

He laughed. 

“Well, my dear, they would have made 
mints of money.” 

“Milly,” he said, watching her face for 
the effect of his words, “J’ve made mints 
of money.” 

“You have!” Her tone was unaffected 
comradely delight. “How splendid!” 

“And it may interest you to know that 
I’ve got a cooked turkey in that bundle, 
that I Was carrying about, trying to give 
to somebody—Christmas Eve, you know. 
I remembered what you said long ago about 
so many people being without turkeys.” 

She clapped her hands softly with de- 
light and amusement. 


anybody who 


“Oh, how funny! How beautiful!” 

“And there are two other wretches, 
about as rich as I am, wandering miserably 
about this town tonight with turkeys under 
their arms, because of you.” 

She laughed and laughed at this. 

“Oh, I do think that is delightful! 
Really, I do! Life is wonderful!” 

“You always said so,” he reminded her 
again. 

“Yes, I know,” she admitted meekly, 
“T always did.” 

“That’s it,” he said cryptically. 

“But do you know,” she said, brushing 
back a wisp of hair with one of her lovely 
old gestures, that brought a sudden wave 
of feeling from his toes all the way up to 
his throat, “the most wonderful thing of 
all is our meeting there on Forty-second 
Street, the way we did tonight.” 

“Pretty nice!” he admitted. 

“Tt wasn’t just ‘pretty nice!’” she am- 
mended. “It was perfectly, supremely 
wonderful! I will tell you why. I was 
just thinking of you.” 

“Were you?” 

“I was indeed.” 

“What made you think of me?” He 
speared a piece of sausage, conducted it 
deftly to his mouth, and leaned forward 
with his eyes hungrily on her, to get her 
answer. 

“Oh,” she said, leaning back, her eyes 
on her plate, and selecting a bit of griddle 
cake with her fork, with great care and 
deliberation, “I think of you very often.” 

“You do, eh?” 

“But tonight, somehow, especially I 
thought of you; because, you see, you used 
to be in love with me when you were a 
boy and you very nearly proposed to me, 
but you were afraid that maybe I'd be 
afraid of poverty.” 

“That’s a fact,” he said eagerly. 

“Well, of course, I wouldn’t have been 
afraid. I’m not that kind at all. Well, 
I was thinking of you very hard tonight, 
as I went down Forty-second Street, and I 
thought what fun we had together, you and 
I; and I said to myself, ‘I wonder where on 
earth Tom Kirby is?’ And then—” 

She paused. He leaned forward, a piece 
of griddle cake on his fork, and waited. 

“Then I did the most foolish thing. 
Well, no; it wasn’t altogether foolish. I 
do it often. I pretended, imagined, con- 
jured up—and just for fun—(it’s great 
fun, you know!)” (Her cheeks were 
delicately colored now. The piece of griddle 
cake on his fork still hung perilously, wait- 
ing.) “Just for fun I pretended we really 
were walking along together, you and I, 
looking into the shop windows.” 

The bit of griddle cake and the fork 
were laid down. He took up his napkin 
and ran a corner of it over his lips ex- 
citedly. 

“You did!” 

“I did, my dear! Wasn’t it funny and 
foolish? But it’s so. And we stopped in 
front of all the gay little shop windows. 
You know I always loved gay little shop 
windows.” 

He nodded quickly. 

“And in those windows there were all 
kinds of delightful things; everything that 
anybody could possibly want. Little tor- 
toise-shell combs that look pretty in a 
woman’s hair; and a love of a little watch. 
You know I never would wear one on my 
wrist, I’m old-fashioned. I like them on 
chains, so you can take them out and open 
them and look at them and close them and 
put them back with importance.” (She 
made the mock gestures of doing so). “And 
there were rings and things that I thought 
would look well on my hands. Oh, I 
wasn’t altogether selfish,” she burbled on, 
“I thought of you too. I saw such a fine 
shaving set; just the sort you'd like— 
because of course I know your tastes very 
well.” 

He was watching her now with his lips 
apart and an almost striken look on his 
face, and the griddle cakes were getting 
cold. 

“Yes?” he said, almost with an effort, 
as she paused. 

“Well,”’—she leaned back again in her 
chair, and looked at her plate, cutting a 
sausage into meaningless crumbs with her 
fork,—“there was a steely blue tie, with a 
little black line in it, that exactly matched 
your eyes. You remember how I always 
liked the Scotch color of your eyes? ‘True 
blue.” It’s a bonny color. And,”’—she 
looked off and away indifferently,—“there 
were, besides, some cuff-links—” 

Balthazar’s mind was in a whirl. Good 
Lord! could this thing be mere coincidence ? 
They had, of course, passed by the same 
shops, seen the same articles in the win- 
dows. But fancy her picking out just those 
exact ones that he had picked out, and 
thinking exactly as he had thought about 
them! Might it be telepathy; or was’nt it, 
rather, that his and Milly’s tastes and 
spirits were turned to the same things; 
radios, you know, of a sort. And yet— 
there was another solution: Was his mind 

[Turn to page 53] 
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Some Real Servants 


Practical Gifts That Will Be Helpers in the Home 


By Lillian Purdy Goldsborough 





Tempting, indeed, is the 
pie that is baked in this 
glass pie-plate and 
served in its base of 
nickel. The silvery finish 
is enhanced in beauty 
by the soft blues of the 
painted oilcloth doily 





For the chilly morning 
in spring and autumn, 
to warm the room in the 
earlier hours before the 
furnace is in full opera- 
tion, or to use in bath- 
room or sick-room, this 
electric radiator is a 
great help and comfort 







The brown of this 
wooden nut-bowl is a 
rich background for 
nuts, and the clever 
cracker standing in the 
center, ready for use, 
completes its conveni- 
ence 





It prepares an en- 
tire breakfast, 
luncheon, or Sun- 
day-night supper at 
table—this efficient 
four-heat electric 
grill. It is cook and 
waitress both, for 
it broils, fries, 
toasts, poaches and 
stews, while you sit 
restfully at table 












There are symmetry 

and novelty of form 

in this aluminum tea- 

pot, which forms an 

attractive picture on 

the painted oilcloth 
doily 


This tray is a faithful 
servant to use in 
serving meals in bed 
to the one who is ill 
and to use when the 
luxury of breakfast 


in bed is desired 
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The Christmas Gift 
That Makes Kitchen am 
Work Easy 
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ELL your husband this year to give you the one gift 
that will help you all day long, every day in the year. 
Ask him for a Hoosier, the kitchen convenience that 
robs housework of its most trying monotony and makes 


difficult kitchen tasks easy. 


Even in a so-called ‘‘modern 
kitchen,” unless you own a 
Hoosigr you take miles of un- 
necessary steps each day. You 
stand for long stretches of time, 
when you might as well be do- 
ing your work seated—at your 
ease. You encounter needless 
backaches and muscle-strains, 
because your work-table is un- 
suited to your height. And you 
waste hours of precious time, 
that should be given over to 
rest and recreation. 


Why HOOSIER Excels 


Nothing you can buy or build 
will do so much to simplify 
your work and to save your 
energy, as the Hoosier. The 
built-in shelves and counters 
which add so much to the good 
looks of the room are useful 
only as storage equipment. 
They can not take the place of 
the Hoosier, and are never as 
helpful as they should be unless 
there is also a Hoosier in the 
room. 


For the Hoosier is ascientific 
labor-saving machine that al- 


most hands you the things you 
need. 


Many of its most important 
improvements are exc/ustve and 
protected by patents. Only on 
the Hoosier can you get the 
wonderful shaker-flour-sifter, 
the revolving spice caster, the 
unobstructed work-space, the 
completely equipped automatic 
cutlery drawer and the adjusted 
height which gives you a work- 
table exactly suited to your 
build. 


Get Your Christmas HOOSIER 
on Liberal Terms — Youll 
Never Miss the Money 


Tell your husband to get youa 
Hoosier for Christmas. Every 
day you do without it, you pay 
an unnecessary toll in needless 
work and worry. 


Let us tell you how to get the 
Hoosier on such liberal terms 
that you will never miss the 
money. Also write for our book 
let, “A Hooster Kitchen You 
Will Love.” 


THE HOOSIER MANUFACTURING COMPANY 
1222 McCook Street, Newcastle, Indiana 


Brancn { Mezzanine Floor, Pacific Bldg., San Francisco, California 
Orrices | 368 Portage Avenue, Winnipeg, Man., Canada 


IDEAL FuRNITURE EQUIPMENT, 9 Preston Street, Liverpool, England 
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FREE. 


DINING ROOM 


chen Plan Book—a book made up of 
prize-winning kitchen plans, submit- 7 
ted in competition by 343 leading 4 
architectural draughtsmen. ra 


If you are planning to build y, 
or remodel a kitchen, mail iy” 
the coupon for this book. 
It is full of money sav- 
ing ideas. And it is 


4 model kitchen plans. 
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“HOOSIER “ 


: F 
. , ie 
A Free Book for Home Builders 7 
The illustration and kitchen plan on this 7 
page are reproduced from Hooster’s Kit- To the 


HOOSIER 
Manufacturing 
Company, 1222 
McCook Street, 
Newcastle, Indiana: 


I will appreciate receiv- 
ing FREE your book of 
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Husbands—Brothers—Sons 


The Eureka is the Perfect Gift! 
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If you really understood how depressing and 
tiresome it is to try to keep a home clean by the 
obsolete method of sweeping and dusting—you 
would have insisted long ago upon the purchase 
of a vacuum cleaner. 

Sweeping is not only unhealthy and inefficient 
because it fills the room with germ-laden dust that 
must later be wiped from every article in the room, 
but it is exhausting work that is utterly futile in 
the end. For even the most energetic sweeping 
merely brushes the surface of a rug or carpet, 
missing the embedded, invisible, gritty dirt. 

If the cost of a rapid, easy method of keeping a 
home clean were excessive, there might be some 
reason for that criminal waste of a woman’s time 
and strength. But the Grand Prize Eureka is so 
moderately priced that it can be paid for in a few 
months at a few cents a day. 


All floor coverings are quickly and thoroughly 
cleaned by the combined action of the Eureka’s 
powerful suction and sweep-action brush; while 
for the cleaning of hangings, upholstered furniture, 
and places where dust collects, it has five marvel- 
ously efficient attachments. These are instantly 
connected, and the time, work, and climbing that 
they save is amazing. 

Take ten minutes to see the new Eureka model, 
of which over 125,000 have been purchased (largely 
by women) in the last few months, and which has 
been so simplified and refined that it will give a 
lifetime of service and satisfaction with no more 
care than semi-annual oiling. Its performance and 
its moderate price will quickly convince you that 
it is the perfect Christmas gift. Write us for the 
name of the dealer nearest you. 


Eureka Gets the Dirt—Not the Carpet 


Eureka Va Detroit, U.S. A. 


Foreign Branch 


London, W. ( l, 


M CLEANER Co., 


Factory: Kitchener, Ontario 


England (62) 


CLEANER 
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In Old Colonial Style 


A Home Delightfully Suited to Our Present Day 
By Lewis E. Welsh 


NE of the most interesting changes 

that has occurred to our residence 

design during the last few years is 

the appeal of greater privacy. This 
is shown by the placing of porches and 
terraces. 

Only a short time ago when one spoke 
of a porch it was taken for granted that 
a front porch was meant, as no house was 
considered complete without that vantage 
point where the family could observe and 
be observed. We find now that porches 
are placed either in the rear or at the side 
of the house where one may be as screened 
from the street as if inside the house itself. 
The house illustrated shows a flagrant dis- 
regard of this new order for it is a front 
porch house. Very often the positions of 
surrounding houses, view, or poigts of the 
compass may dictate the front as the. only 
desirable location for the porch. 

The Colonial style needs no comment 
for we all are aware of its splendid suit- 
ability to our present day needs even 
though it was developed nearly two cen- 
turies ago. In this house is shown a rather 
unusual feature which was developed in 
and round Beverly, Massachusetts, and 
which takes its name, “the Beverly jog,” 
from that town. It is an offset where the 
wing joins the main portion of the house 
and was used by its originators in order 
to get more light or a view, but in this 
case the offset takes care of a larger wing 
made necessary by the garage. 


The exterior covering of this house 
should be shingles, but clapboards laid 
about eight inches to the weather and 


painted white, if preferred, might be used 
to advantage. The cornices can be very 
simple, of a single mold with a hanging 
gutter. The roof shingles of dark green 
and the blinds of light green, would make 
a pleasant color-scheme. The porch col 
umns and arches should be very light or 
the effect would be much out of scale with 
the rest of the house. The hood over the 
kitchen and garage doors is very practical 
and also serves to cut down the apparent 
height of the wing. 

The typical Colonial plan of a room on 
either side of the entrance and the stairs 
in the center of the house is used here, but 
the hallway is made slightly larger than in 
most old houses 

The book shelves in the living-room, 
and the china shelves in the dining-room, 
in their design, are really a structural part 
of the house due to the enlarged front hall. 
\ small dish-and-serving pantry and the 
kitchen with its entry and door to garage, 
complete the first floor. 
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FIRST-FLOOR PLAN 





The sizes of most houses are determined 
by the number and size of the second story 
bedrooms, so the problem of getting four 
bedrooms has been solved by placing one 
over the garage. As the additional cost of 
making the garage two stories high, is 
slight, we are able to provide for one extra 
bedroom there and also to enlarge the 
other rooms. The cry for many and large 
closets is answered on this floor and ought 
to delight the soul of any housewife. A 
separate closet for brooms, mops. or 
vacuum cleaner also is provided. 

As in all the old Colonial houses the 
roof of the house cuts down through the 
ceiling of the bedrooms, making six feet 
head room at the eaves and giving a de 
lightful, cosy feeling to the rooms. 

Of course the color scheme for the in 
terior woodwork should be white or 
slightly off the white, either a gray or the 
warmer cream color. We are particularly 
fortunate at the present time in having a 
number of wall-paper manufacturers who 
are reproducing the old Colonial papers, 
not only those of the landscape type for 
halls, but also the chintz-like designs for 
bedrooms and so forth. 


UCH papers in a house of the Colonial 
style make an appropriate and charm- 
ing background for American antiques 

or for furniture derived from these models. 
It is a great pity that so many persons are 
prejudiced against floors of wide, soft 
wood boards, for not only are they much 
less expensive than the ordinary hardwood 
fioors, but when painted in_ interesting 
colors, are so attractive and add so much 
to the general effect of the house, that one 
wonders why they are not more often used. 

In this adaptation of an early American 

type, the stiff regularity of the window 
placing is broken pleasantly by the round 
top window in the second story. The solid 
blinds for the first floor windows are also 
delightfully in keeping with the Colonial 
effect. For the upper rooms slat shutters 
are more practical, since these may be 
closed during the hot days without ex- 
cluding the air 

A great deal of the charm of the finished 

house will depend on the planting, for 
with the simple scheme of white and green, 
some brightly colored flowers will be neces- 
sary. The brick walk up to the porch 
might have flower borders as did the old 
garden paths, and against the house holly 
hocks and gladiolas would find a natural 
setting. If bricks are not available for the 
walk, gravel or broken flag stones are 
equally effective. 
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SECOND-FLOOR PLAN 
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A Tonic and a Rest-Cure 


That Simplest of Aids to Weary Womankind—A Bath 
By Mary Marvin 


gested for weary womankind—every- 

thing, from a fifteen-minute rest before 

dinner to a trip to Europe, with long 
lists of pills and bottled restoratives in 
between. As a matter of fact, a bath- 
the right kind of bath—is one of the 
simplest, cheapest and most effective tonics. 

And seldom, if ever, have I heard either 
physicians or kind friends prescribe that 
simplest of all rest-cures—a bath! 

The bath has become too casual a thing 
with most of us—a regular but bothersome 
duty, to be whisked out of the way as 
quickly as possible, like making up the beds 
or tidying the house. 

Perhaps the joys of the home tub have 
been overlooked because they are too little 
advertised. Once baths are given publicity, 
it is no trouble at all to convince people 
of their delights. Witness the crowds that 
journey immense distances to well-known 
resorts for special baths, entirely over 
looking the restorative possibilities of their 
own home tubs. 

Of course there are many kinds of 
baths—the kind that tone up a lagging 
circulation and the kind that soothe tired 
nerves as well as the soapy variety whose 
sole purpose is to clean. 

The right kind of bath in the morning, 
for instance, will tone you up even more 
than your first cup of coffee and ought to 
be looked forward to with the same eager- 
ness. If you are one of those always-in- 
a-hurry persons who are accustomed to 
jump in and out of the tub as quickly 
as possible, you are missing something. 

Fill the tub with warm or tepid water. 
Lather yourself thoroughly; then using a 
spray (an inexpensive one can be purchased 
at any drug store) rinse yourself. Begin 
with warm water and gradually cool it 
until you are tingling. The degree of cold 
you can stand will depend on whether or 
not your reaction to cold water is good. 
Instead of the spray you can use, if you 
prefer, one of those new bath devices which 
combine the features of a spray and a 
massage brush. With this appliance, 
through which water flows while you mas- 
sage the body, you can bring the skin to a 
healthy glow that will set you up for the 
whole day. 

Following the bath, rub the body briskly 
with a good big bath towel (a big, generous 
one makes it so much more fun than a 
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little, skimpy one). Finally, tone up your 
system, as you have toned up your skin, 
by drinking a glass of hot water. 

Even more popular with women is the 
luxurious warm bath. The ideal time to 
take this is in the afternoon or evening 
just before dinner. It is a speedy restorer 
of tired nerves, aching muscles and a frayed 
disposition. 

To make this treatment one of unal 
loyed pleasure it ought to be accompanied 
with all the luxuries of the bath—bath 
salts, creamy soaps, fragrant talcums and 
the like—especially designed to delight the 
heart of woman. (And, by the way, if 
you do not feel that you can indulge 
yourself freely in these luxuries, now is the 
time to hint to your friends that they would 
make most acceptable Christmas gifts! For 
what woman would not welcome with 
open arms a box of lovely soaps, a jar of 
salts or a box of fine talcum?) 


OMORROW afternoon or the next 

afternoon, when that fagged feeling 

comes on, try this bath as a bracer: 
Fill the tub with warm water, drop in 
a handful of bath crystals. Then, ridding 
yourself of all hurry, revel in the soothing 
Juxury of the warm water with plenty of 
pure soft soap, scenfed or unscented, as 
you prefer. Do net hurry out and into 
your clothes again but take your time 
Make of dressing a quiet ceremony, use 
talcum freely and cleanse and treat your 
face and neck according to modern scientific 
methods. If you have time, lie down for 
a few minutes. 

When you have finished you will feel 
like a new person. 

There is hardly a weary housekeeper 
who cannot find time for an afternoon 
bath, hardly a business woman who can- 
not manage one before dinner and oh, the 
difference, mental as well as physical, that 
it makes! 

In addition to these regular baths, it is 
possible to relieve certain simple ailments 
by means of home baths. There is not 
room to describe the treatments here, but 
if you will write me in care of McCall’s I 
shall be glad to send you full directions for 
these baths. 

Address letter to me in care of McCall's 
Magazine and ask for the leaflet entitled 
“Simple, Curative Baths.” Enclose a 


stamped, addressed envelope. 





Shower-bath brush, flesh brush, hand brush, nail brush, bowl 


brush—a wonder-set for the modern bathroom 
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‘ For Winter Comfort 


As you hike along the windy street 
Facing the blast of icy sleet 
Chapped faces, hands and ankles too 


And windburned skin may trouble you. 


Then pause a bit upon your way 


And take the Cre-Maids’ tip today, 
Just use Hinds Honey and Almond Cream 
And meet the weather with joy supreme. 


Frostbites, chilblains and kindred ills 
Hinds quickly comforts, heals and stills. 
Chapping and windburn pass away, 

Soft Jovely skin just comes to stay. 


When the winds are raw and the cold extreme 
You need Hinds Honey and Almond Cream. 


Let us send you our newest and most attractive booklet— 
“Beauty Land”—which explains the merits of Hinds Honey 
and Almond Cream. Simply mail a brief request to the A. S, 
Hinds Co. at Portland, Maine, and this pretty booklet will 


come to you in a few days. 


If you'll just try this wonderful cream for some of the purposes 
described we are very sure you will soon give it preference, be- 
cause that is what so many other nice looking ladies have been 


doing all these years past. 


It is the purity and refinement and gratifying effect of Hinds 
Honey and Almond Cream that have gained for it such a 


remarkable nation-wide and world-wide patronage. 


It is good 


for everybody in your home,— grown-ups and kiddies. Father 
and brother like it after shaving and to keep their hands smooth 


and good looking. 


WONDERFUL BASE FOR 
FACE POWDER. Hinds Honey 
and Almond Cream is now used for 
this purpose with marvelous success. 
Moisten the skin slightly with the 
cream, let it nearly dry, then dust 
on the powder, It will adhere to 
perfeétion. 


HINDS WEEK-END BOX 
makes a very useful gift and costs 
only Soc. postpaid, or at your deal- 
er’s. It contains those essentials for 
the comfort and attraétiveness of the 
face and hands. Trial size, Hinds 
Honey and Almond Cream, Cold 
and Disappearing Cream, Soap, Talc 
and Face Powder. 


It prevents as well as heals the chapping. 


AS A MANICURING AID 
THIS CREAM softens the cuticle, 
prevents soreness and preserves the 


lustre of the nails. 


All druggists and department stores 
sell Hinds Honeyand AlmondCream. 
We will mail you a small sample for 


zc or trial bottle for 6c. 


Ask your dealer for Hinds Superior 
Toilet Requisites, but if not obtain- 
able, order of us. We send post- 


paid in the United States. 


A. 8. HINDS CO., Dept. 19, Portland, Maine 
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The 
Fairy Achievement in 
Modern Weaving! 








The olden tale of the miller’s daugh- 
ter who spun straw into gold is 
scarcely less amazing than the estab- 
lished achievement of Lingette’s 
modern weaver! 








He has taken cotton yarn and pro- 
duced a fabric that shimmers like 
silk; that hangs and drapesand clings 
and fee/s like silk! 


: And yet, he has given you, at the 
same time, a material that can be 
thoroughly cleansed and ironed on 
its right side, without losing its orig- 
inal lustre! You will wish to buy 


Its immediate success has naturally 
led to a host of imitations, but the 
woman who cares about quality will 
realize that her basis for judging 
value must be permanent beauty and 
wearing qualities. 


To protect our patrons against possible dis- 
appointment “Lingette’” has been marked 
on:the selvage of every yard, and manufac- 
turers have been supplied with labels to 
identify genuine “Lingette” garments. 


Write for dainty booklet, suqqesting Lingqette’s 
uses—and mention, please, the store in 
which you'd prefer to buy Lingette. 
ym ; 
Mf Frep BurrerFietD& Co., I nc., 
Neg Res us Dept. K, 361-363 Broadway, 
& Pat. Off New York City 
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The Dogs of War 


[Continued from page 11] 


Alberta Orgaine dropped on her knees 
beside the crate and uttered soothing little 
endearments to the dogs. She continued to 
talk to them, in a soft and friendly tone, 
until they gave up their mournful caroling, 
and even permitted the unknown white 
glove to caress their unaverted necks. When 
they had completely quieted down again, 
the girl rose to her feet and proceeded with 
an ominously determined stride to the inner 
door of the express-room, where she en- 
countered a hostile and extremely busy 
youth with terra-cotta-tinted hair, sorting 
packages. 

“Where’s Tredway ?” she demanded with 
a crisp note of authority which the youth 
promptly and openly resented. 

“Sick wit’ the flu,” he retorted, turning 
back to his packages. 

“And what are you doing here, little 
boy?” the affronted girl naively inquired. 
The youth managed to survive the “little 
boy.” But he proclaimed his personal and 
inalienable independence by lighting a 
cigarette and inhaling its fumes. 

“I’m tryin’ to run this office,” he coolly 
announced 

“And do you think you're running it 
properly ?” just as coolly inquired the girl 
in chinchilla 

“T haven’t heard any complaints,” re- 
torted the red-haired youth. 

“Then you probably haven't heard those 
dogs that are being so atrociously neglected 
out on the platform,” she said with sugary 
quietness. 

“Say, let me tell you something,” he 
cried as he threw down his cigarette and 
ground it under a quickly rotating heel. 
“I’m doin’ two men’s work here, and I 
ain't got time for holdin’ debates or 
sloothin’ out the owners of animals who 
ain’t interested enough to come and get 
their shipments when they’re landed here.” 

Alberta Orgaine considered the red- 
haired one, considered him with a quiet 
and contemplative eye. 

“When did those dogs come here?” she 
finally inquired. 

“On the seven-eighteen this morning,” 
was the curt reply. 

“Have they been fed and watered?” 

It was the harried youth’s turn to s¥ing 
about and inspect her with a steely stare. 
“Ves, ma’am,” he said with purely ironic 
intent. ‘“That’s all I’m here for—just that 
—to wet-nurse the live-stock that comes 
down the line!” 

“T don’t think you'll be here long,” as- 
serted the girl with the slightly flushed 
cheeks 

“T don’t intend to be,” retorted the un- 
disturbed youth as he flung a parcel marked 
“Fragile—Handle With Care” offhandedly 
to the far end of the truck. 

Alberta turned as offhandedly away. But 
her heart, which one short hour before had 
rocked with the blithest of Christmas good- 
will, with the softest of that seasonal 
charity which brings all mankind into one 
brotherhood, now beat hard against her 
slender young ribs. She went indignantly 
back to the dog-crate, where the lonely 
collies sniffed less timorously at her coat 
as she bent over the slats in search of the 
shipping-tag. She found it, at last: 


” 


“Mr. Paran CAYLEY, 
Gray Gables, 
Wimblehurst Station.” 


She had no idea who Paran Cayley 
might be, but she knew what her opinion 
of him was. So inflammatory remained 
her estimate of that gentleman, in fact, 
that when she looked up and saw Stevens 
standing at attention with a rug over his 
arm, she regarded him with fire in her eye. 

“How dare you keep me waiting like 
this?” she demanded. 

“Tt was a blow-out, miss,” explained the 
meek-eyed chauffeur. 

“Wait here for me,” she said shortly 
as she started across the station-yard. She 
went to the Star Restaurant, on the street- 
corner beyond, and purchased four chicken 
sandwiches and a bottle of milk. With 
these she returned to the dog-crate. The 
collies, much to her disappointment, would 
not partake of the sandwiches. Neither 
would they partake of the milk. So she 
left the food on the crate floor where they 
could find it when their mood changed. 

“Give me that robe,” she said to 
Stevens, who still stood at attention. The 
robe was one of plucked beaver lined with 
dove-gray wool. She draped it over the 
top and back of the dog-crate, through 
which the wind was blowing. Then she 
patted the two pointed noses still disdain- 
fully nuzzling the sandwiches, implored 
them to be good dogs, and bade them a 
reluctant good-by. 

“Stevens,” she said on the way home 
in the car, “who is Paran Cayley?” 

“That’s the man, miss, who’s just 
bought Gray Gables,” explained Stevens. 

“T thought he’d be that type,” an- 
nounced Alberta Orgaine, with unexpected 
spirit. “He is, isn’t he, Stevens?” 

“What type, miss?” queried Stevens. 


“Rotter and nouveau riche and every- 
thing that’s abominable,” promptly ex- 
plained his mistress, remembering the “No 
Trespassing” signs which had been put up 
about the skating-pond in the rear of Gray 
Gables. 

“He appeared a very likable-looking 
person, if I may say so,” ventured the man 
at the wheel. “And your father remarked 
only yesterday how he was glad Gray 
Gables had fallen into the hands of that 
kind of a neighbor.” 

“T hate him!” promptly announced the 
girl in chinchilla. 


URING dinner that night, Alberta 

Orgaine sat unusually preoccupied 

and silent. Instead of taking coffee 
before the open fireplace in the library she 
ordered out the landaulet and quietly 
headed for Wimblehurst Station. In her 
limpid violet eyes smoldered a light which 
was not customarily there. 

The intensity of this light did not 
materially diminish when she traversed the 
lonely platform and found the dog-crate 
and the two collies still standing just be- 
yond the windy corner of the express-room.* 
But the robe of plucked beaver which she 
had so carefully draped about that crate 
was gone. Somebody, obviously, had stclen 
it. And that added fuel to the flame of her 
indignation. 

She found small consolation in the fact 
that the sandwiches had been eaten. So 
she promptly went back to her landaulet 
and this time headed for Gray Gables. 

It was a taannerly enough footman who 
answered her ring, but she disliked the man, 
just as she disliked everything about the 
place. When she asked for Mr. Paran 
Cayley she was told politely but coldly 
that Mr. Cayley was not at home. This 
seemed to leave her more indignant than 
ever, and she made no effort to conceal it. 
When she was asked if she cared to leave 
any message for Mr. Cayley she hesitated 
over several sabre-edged speeches which she 
would have liked to deliver to the master 
of that house. But on second thought she 
remained silent. She turned peremptorily 
away, climbed back into her landaulet, and 
directed her way once more toward the 
station. 

There, having extracted the hub-wrench 
from her tool-box, she crossed determinedly 
to the dog-crate, where she proceeded to 
pound loose the three lower slats. She was 
thinly disheartened, when she had the side 
of the crate open, to discover that the 
two prisoners betrayed no outward signs 
of gladness at the prospect of release. But 
she grasped them firmly by their metaled 
collars, spoke to them soothingly, and was 
finally able to lure them tremblingly over 
to the open door of her car. While so 
engaged, she saw a terra-cotta-tinted head 
appear at a lighted window behind her. 
She realized it was the express-room youth, 
but he was beyond the pale of her in- 
terests. She was in no mood for further 
parley with that offensive stripling. So 
she bundled the second collie uncermoni- 
ously into the car, stepped after it, and 
slammed shut the door. 

Once home with them, she snapped 
leashes on the collar-rings, tied them up in 
the consolatory warmth of the basement 
furnace-room, and once more _ proferred 
them food and water. She even sought to 
bed them down on her hastily com- 
mandeered last-year's coon-skin coat. But 
the two collies were not at home, and they 
knew it. They trembled and sniffed and 
regarded their surroundings with mournful 
eyes. When she returned to them later in 
the evening, however, and stroked their 
noses and patted their shoulders and poured 
endearing diminutives out into their slightly 
bewildered ears, they melted sufficiently to 
essay an infinitesimal tail-movement of ap- 
preciation. 

Alberta Orgaine did not permit her 
resentment against her new neighbor to 
interfere with her slumbers. She slept 
soundly that night, as was her wont, con- 
scious of having performed an act of kind- 
ness where the end quite adequately justi- 
fied the means. She slept so soundly, in 
fact, that she heard none of the mournful 
yowling which awakened -her somewhat 
mystified and somewhat indignant male 
parent a full hour before dawn. Hiram 
Orgaine, having rung his bell and com- 
manded an equally mystified butler to in- 
vestigate the cause of that early-morning 
chorus, promptly ordered the dogs to be 
removed to the garage. There, three hours 
later, Alberta found them, and there she 
had the satisfaction of seeing them fall un- 
hesitatingly on the breakfast which she 
carried out to them. One of the dogs even 
licked her hand. And it seemed a friendlier 
world to the much misunderstood lady of 
mercy. 

She was engaged in her customary task 
of feeding cracker-crumbs and chopped suet 
to a colony of plump sparrows along the 
terrace balustrade, two hours later, when 
her ministrations were cut short by the 

[Turn to page 36] 
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COCOANUT OIL SOAP FLAKES 





For Washing 
Fine ‘Fabrics Sately 


From Cocoanuts comes a pure, white oil 


—bland, smooth, fragrant. This oil is used in 
FAB. It makes FAB flakes dissolve instantly 
and lather copiously. It makes this lather soft 
and gentle on hands and clothes. It makes 
the flakes snow white in the package and the 
clothes snow white after washing. And best 
of all, it means that FAB is safe for washing: 


SILK STOCKINGS 

FINE LINGERIE 

SILKS OR CHIFFONS 

KNITTED SWEATERS 

BABY CLOTHES AND WOOLENS 


Made by 
COLGATE & CO., NEW YORK 

















like—enticing to the taste. 


cell is blasted. 


cally a complete food. 


not mere delights. 
vented by Prof. Anderson. 


hour, easy to digest. 

And they make every ele- 
ment in the whole grain 
available as food. 


Children who get such 
foods in plenty are in no 
way underfed. 


Puffed Wheat 


Whole grains steam exploded 


Puffed Rice 


Puffed to 8 times normal size 








It makes whole wheat wholly digestible. 


Whole wheat supplies 16 needed elements. 
in minerals which growing children need. 
Milk is rich in vitamines. 





ight Joys 
Think what this dish means at bedtime 


Puffed Wheat makes whole wheat a confection. 


It makes each grain a tidbit, thin, airy, crisp and nut- 


Every food 


very granule is fitted to feed. 


Two foods most essential 


Most children need more whole grains and more milk. 


It is rich 
It is practi- 


Puffed Wheat makes the milk dish tempting. 


It supplies a night food easy to digest. 
Things to remember 
Puffed Wheat and Puffed Rice are 


They were in- 


They are the only whole-grain 
food with every food cell broken. 


They are foods to serve at any 


— 
CS SS ® 





In the morning 


Puffed Rice is the finest 
breakfast dainty thatchil- 
dren ever get. But serve 
at other times as well. 


Crisp and douse with 
melted butter for hungry 
children after school. It 
is better than sweetmeats 
or pastry. 
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approach of two figures which in no way 
appealed to Alberta’s scrutinizing eye. One 
was a rubicund-faced and slightly obese 
man and the other was an even less pre- 
possessing person in a shabby Norfolk 
jacket with a powder-hole in one shoulder, 
tweed knickerbockers slightly stained with 
motor-oil in the cross-hatchings, and a 
knitted woolen muffler that bore the air 
of having seen better days. Alberta could 
see that he was a more intelligent-looking 
person than the fat man beside him, for 
although his eyes were solemn, he wore an 
unmistakable line or two of humor about 
his mouth and carried himself with a vague 
air of negligence which left him impervious 
to the challenge in her eye as his attenuated 
long legs carried him in her direction. 

“You Miss Alberta Orgaine?” inquired 
the fat man, stepping disagreeably close. 

“IT am,” she acknowledged. “What 
about it?” 

The fat man squared his shoulders as 
he produced a document from the pocket 
of his melton overcoat. 
| “Then here’s a summons for you!” he 





announced as he displayed the document 

in question. 
| “What does that mean?” she demanded, 
without giving much attention to the paper 
paraded before her. 

“It means, lady, that I’m a state con- 
stable and that you’ve got to come with 
me.” 

“And why should I have to go with 
you?” she asked. 

The state constable duly considered his 
document. 

“You're charged, lady, with stealing 
two Blue Ribbon collies from a shippin’- 
crate down at the town station. And if 
you’ve got any explainin’ to do, I guess 
that’d better be done when we get down 
| to the justice of the peace.” 

“But who said I stole two collies?” de- 
manded the violet-eyed lady, now pallid 
with indignation. 
| “The warrant was sworn out by Mr. 
| Paran Cayley,” announced the officer of 
the law. The girl’s head nodded com- 
prehendingly. 
| “Yes, that’s just the sort of thing a 

blighter like that would do,” she remarked. 
The taller man spoke for the first Time. 
| “He may have been especially fond of 

those dogs,” he suggested, with a quietness 
which exasperated the girl. 

“Don’t you think he has rather a re- 
markable manner of showing his love for 
his animals, leaving them night and day 
in a shipping-crate without food or water?” 

“Perhaps he didn’t know they were 
there,” suggested the man with the solemn 
eyes. 

“It was his business to know,” retorted 
the girl with the flashing eyes. 

The solemn-eyed one was about to reply 
to this, but his obese companion inter- 
rupted him “IT guess we'd better save 
some o’ this until we get down to the 
magistrate’s office. And the sooner we get 
there the better.” 

“I'm sorry,” retorted the girl, “but I've 
rather a busy morning ahead of me.” 

The small eyes in the obese red face 
winked hard at that speech. “So’ve I,” an- 
nounced the affronted minion of the law 

| as he drew nearer his prisoner; “and I 
| guess we'll be on our way.” 

It was then that the second intruder 
spoke. “Perhaps Miss Orgaine would pre- 
fer going down quietly in her own car,” 
he meekly suggested. Yet he seemed to be 
having trouble in keeping the corners of his 
mouth straight. “I’m sorry, but this thing 
really has to be faced. And the situation is 
already disagreeable enough without mak- 
| ing it worse.” 

“Thanks to that man Cayley!” as- 
serted the indignant-eyed Alberta. 
| 





“Perhaps he didn’t entirely understand 
the situation,” observed the long-legged 
stranger. 

“I’m glad there’s somebody to apologize 
for him,” asserted the girl with the peach- 
blow cheeks as she started toward the 
garage. Then she stopped short, suddenly 
remembering the two incriminating collie; 
behind its closed doors. So she veered dis- 
creetly about and headed back for the 
house, where she ushered her visitors into 
the reception hall and telephoned Stevens 
to bring out her landaulet. She noticed 
the two men whispering together as the 
car slithered up to the porte-cochere. She 
observed it with only half an eye, however, 
for, faint and muffled, she could hear the 
baying of two unhappy canines. She made 
the engine race, unnecessarily, as she waited 
for her two persecutors to climb into the 
car after her. 

But only the fat man made an effort 
to follow her. 

“You can manage very nicely, Perkins, 
without me,” the other explained, as he 
swung the car-door shut. 

“Who is that man?” she demanded as 
they swung out through the manorial iron 
gates 

“Oh, he’s kind o’ actin’ for Mr. Cayley,” 
retorted the indifferent-eyed constable. 


The Dogs of War 


[Continued from page 34) 


“One of the servants?” was the acid 
inquiry. 

“Kind of a man-of-all-work round the 
place,” he vaguely asserted as he watched 
with a reproving eye while the hand on 
Alberta’s speedometer hovered between the 
“40” and “50” ciphers on the enameled 
dial. But he said nothing. more. 


LBERTA ORGAINE emerged from 
Magistrate Hicks’ office with a sense 
i of triumph that was distinctly quali- 
fied. She had neither been locked up nor 
fined nor humiliated by an official harangue 
from the bench. Instead, she had waited 
until the benignant Elias Hicks had con 
cluded a somewhat prolonged colloquy over 
the telephone, whereupon he had addressed 
her in a kindly and fatherly and altogether 
inoffensive way, pointing out that the best 
thing for everyone concerned, especially at 
this season of charity and good will toward 
all, would be for Miss Orgaine to restore 
the appropriated property to its owner, 
proffer a reasonable explanation for her 
misdemeanor, and have the warrant with- 
drawn and the case dismissed. 


“Does that mean I’d have to apologize ~ 


to Paran Cayley?” promptly inquired the 
pale-checked Alberta. 

“I think a dignified explanation, under 
the circumstances, would not be out of 
order,” asserted the dispenser of justice 

“T don’t think I could keep it dignified,” 
ventured the girl, with the ghost of a laugh. 

Alberta went out to her car, pink to 
the ear-tips. She was not used to being 
dismissed. Nor was she used to making 
apologies. She was quite decided, in fact, 
that nothing could persuade her to go to 
Paran Cayley like a repentant schoolgirl! 
and meekly restore his collies to him. 
Eventually, of course, they would have to 
go back. But she could send them by 
one of the servants, with a note, a frigid 
and satiric note of explanation. 

Then an idea came to her, as she saw 
a group of boys skating on a roadside sheet 
of ice. She would ignore Paran Cayley’s 
churlish signs as to no trespassing and go 
skating on his lake, casually accompanied 
by the collies. That would be an announce- 
ment of her indifference, of her disdain of 
his authority, of her fixed knowledge that 
she had done nothing wrong. If he hap- 
pened along she could say: “By the way, 
these are your dogs, I believe. I’m sorry 
I tried to treat them kindly when you were 
treating them cruelly!” Or if she met the 
lean-legged man-of-all-work she could casu- 
ally hand them over to that worthy. 

She had some difficulty, two hours later, 
in getting into her high-laced skating-shoes. 
The dogs were restless on their straining 
leashes and had to be tied to a sapling until 
that change was effected. They betrayed a 
tendency to yodel, with the excitement of 
being once more in the open, and she was 
forced to speak to them sharply. Then 
she untied them, and took the leashes, and 
let them race off across the smooth pond 
of ice, dragging her skimmingly after them. 
She kept them as close to shore as possible, 
disturbed by the repeated featuring of fine 
cracks which showed in the rubble-ice as 
her skate-blades glided over it. 

She rested, when the dogs were tired, 
and as she rested she saw a man working 
his way overthehill. He carried a lopping- 
ax and a tape-line and was solemnly en- 
gaged in driving square pegs into the snow- 
covered ground. The dogs yelped and 
tugged, at the sight of him, but he ignored 
them, just as he ignored the girl holding 
them back. She saw that he was the man- 
of-all-work. So she half-circled the lake, 
to his side, and called out to him. He 
came slowly down the bank, with his ax 
over his shoulder. 

“Do you think that ice is safe?” he 
none too graciously inquired. 

“It hasn’t proved otherwise,” retorted 
the girl, when the yelping of the dogs could 
be silenced. “Do you belong to Gray 
Gables ?” 

He considered this question. 
kind of a way,” he finally admitted. 
“What sort of way?” she demanded. 

“Oh, I do odd jobs around. I’m just 
measuring off these back hills. We're going 
to landscape ‘em!” 

“And spoil ’em!” amended the girl. “I 
rather imagined that’s the sort he’d be.” 

“Who'd be?” asked the man with the ax. 

“Paran Cayley!” Then, observing his 
abstracted gaze on the tugging collies, she 
added: “As you see, I’ve brought his 
precious dogs back to him.” 

“He’s missed them,” was all the lean- 
legged man on the bank deigned to remark. 

“T think he'll miss a great many other 
things,” observed the silvery-voiced girl 
on the ice. 

“Why?” asked the shabby-looking man 
on the bank. 

“A blighter always does,” she coolly an- 
nounced. And the man on the bank seemed 
to give this much thought. 

“Isn’t there a chance you’ve misjudged 
him, just as he’s probably misjudged you?” 

[Turn to page 54) 
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THE IDEAL FRUIT 


FOR BREAKFAST 


—means better health 


For breakfast eat either Dried Peach Sauce or Dried 
Figs Stewed. Both are delicious and both con- 
tribute much towards better health, for both con- 
tain those desirable body-building elements such as 
Vitamines, Proteins, Mineral Ash, Fruit Sugars and 
Acids, Fibre and Salts of Fruits, all of which keep 
the system in right balance. Dried Fruits contain 
three times as many Calories per pound as do fresh 


fruits; therefore dried fruits are more nutritious than 
fresh fruits and far more economical, without de- 
tracting from their flavor, goodness, and beauty 


when placed on the table. 


A watch needs regulating—so does the human 


system! 


Dried Peaches and Figs are 
picked ripe from the trees, then 
spread out on clean, sanitary 
trays under the open California 
sunshine, so that they may be 
dried in order to preserve them 
for future use. This drying proc- 
ess not only removes the moisture 
but intensifies the sugar content, 
which is most desirable, for the 
sugar content contains those ele- 
ments which contribute most to 
better health. These fruits are 
thus preserved so that they may 
be available at any time of the 
year and especially when fresh 
fruits are not obtainable. 


Your doctor will tell you to 
“eat more fruit.” The growers of 
California, by their scientific proc- 
ess of drying fresh fruit out in the 
open sunshine, have made it pos- 
sible for you to eat fruit at all 
times of the year. To get the best 
dried peaches and figs, ask for 
BLUE RIBBON, for these fruits 
are produced and packed under 
the most exacting conditions. 

No other dried peaches or figs 
are as clean, sanitary, and whole- 
some as are those which are pro- 
duced by the growers of Cali- 
fornia and packed under the 


BLUE RIBBON trade mark. 





Peach Sauce 
Made From Dried Peaches 


Every breakfast should start 
with fruit of some kind, so the 
health authorities say. Eat the 
various seasonable fruits for 
variety, but, when they are not 
obtainable, do not deny yourself 
this necessity but utilize dried 
peaches and figs, which health 
authorities will tell you contain 
even more beneficial properties 
than fresh fruits. 


PEACH SAUCE made from 
dried peaches is one of the most 
delicious breakfast dishes that 
have ever been conceived. You 
will like it immensely. 





Stewed Figs 
Made From Dried Figs 


Every mother knows that figs 
are the greatest natural regulator 
that can be found for the children. 
Whatever is good for the children 
is also good for the “grown-ups,” 
so serve Stewed Figs for break- 
fast. Stewed Figs are also a very 
welcome dessert at the dinner 
table, especially nice, clean Cali- 
fornia Figs with their wonderful 
flavor and appetite appeal. 

Dried Figs are inexpensive, 
easy to prepare in sauces, and 
are very desirable in making 
Cakes, Pies, Salads, and other 
good things to eat. 


Fresh Fig Pie 
Made From Canned Fresh 
Figs at Your Bakery 


Now you can have Fresh Fig 
Pie all the year around, for a new 
process has been discovered 
which makes possible the canning 
of figs as they are picked ripe 
from the trees. These figs are sold 
to bakers who use them in mak- 
ing Fresh Fig Pie. 

This offers you a rare treat. 
Only bakers know how to make 
Fresh Fig Pie and they are now 
provided with fresh figs at any 
time of the year, so go to your 
baker whenever you want a pie 
that is different and unique in 
goodness and flavor. 


Fig Meat 
A Nutrition Food 


Fig Meat comes to you in at- 
tractive, sanitary cartons. It is 
made from crushed dried figs and 
welcomed everywhere by health 
institutions which have learned 
that Fig Meat is the greatest food 
in the world for those who are in 
poor health and in need of a food 
that will give them strength and 
stamina. In cases of malnutrition 
Fig Meat has been proven de- 
cidedly beneficial. 


Preserved Whole 
’ Figs 
From Fresh Figs 


Probably the finest and most 
wholesome fruit in the world to- 
day is California Preserved Whole 
Figs. 

They have long been considered 
a rare delicacy, but not until 
recently has it been possible to 
offer them in grocery stores at a 
price within reach of everybody. 
The world’s finest figs are pro- 
duced in California, and now a 
preserving process has been in- 
vented so that this wonderful 
fruit can be brought to the table 
of the American people. 


Fig Preserve 


Fig Preserve is made from 
crushed figs. Those who delight 
in jams and marmalades will find 
in Fig Preserve a rare delicacy 
indeed. The very best of Cali- 
fornia Figs are used in making 
this product which will receive 
a hearty welcome in every house- 
hold where it is introduced. 


Fig Brownies 


Children in particular will take 
a keen delight in eating “Fig 
Brownies.”’ These are made from 
Fig Meat in convenient mouth- 
fuls. They come in 5c cartons and 
also are sold in bulk at 2 for a 
penry. Pure figs slightly sugared; 
ideal for “‘between meals”’ eating 
to allay that hungry feeling. 





SEND FOR 


FREE RECIPES 


A post card addressed to 
Dept. “E” will bring to you 
a booklet of both peach and 
fig recipes which will prove 
very interesting. Every 
home should have these 
recipes. 


THEY’RE FREE! 











Produced and Packed by the 
CALIFORNIA PEACH AND FIG GROWERS 


Over 8,500 Grower Members 


MAIN OFFICE: FRESNO, CALIFORNIA 
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Three Blankets for what 
You'd Ordinarily Spend for Two 


ND the price is so low that you may 

even be able to buy an extra pair 

without adding to the sum you expected 
to spend. 


It’s because these blankets with the deep, 
° downy nap and the wonderful colorings 
are made at the world’s largest blanket 
mills—zmills perfected to produce blan- 
kets in great volume through special 


Thus they 
and you get better 


machinery and methods. 


cost less to make 





blankets for less money. 


They are warm without being heavy, 
and their cross-laid, thickly-woven fibres 
make for strength that survives repeated 


tubbings without sign of wear. 


You'll be happy indeed over your 
blankets if you buy Nashua Blan- 
kets. See them today at any local 


dry goods store. 

A Toy Blanket to tuck dolly 
in will delight any little girl 
yours or a friend's. A 
real Nashua Blanket-—pink 
16x 20 inches, will 


Special Values from $4.50 to $7. 


Amory. Browne # Co. 


Dept. 503, Box 1206, Boston, Mass. 


or blue 
' be sent for 25 cents (coin or 
postal money order) Be 
sure to mention the color 
wanted-—pink or blue. 








Amory, 
Browne 
& Co., 
Dept. 505, 
Box 1206, 
Boston, Mass. 
I enclose... ....cents. 
Please send me * .doll 
blankets; pink .«» blue 
(check color.) 


Name 


’ , Address 
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Good Will To Wives 


[Continued from page 6] 


drenched and muddy but triumphant, with 
a stunted cedar over his shoulder 
Weather did not matter when you had 


Christmas. Real Christmas, with little 
chaps—folks! It was only lonely people 
who sighed with the homeless, wandering 
wind 

His bed was clean and warm. He 


turned the blankets down to take off the 
chill, and slid his worn blue shirt over his 
head. With the garment upraised like a 
faded flannel tent on his forearms, he sat 
still for an instant, listening. A car was 
coming across the bridge from the island, 
the planks jouncing and thundering as it 
rumbled over the draw. 

“Somebody’s got a sick cow,” thought 
Hosea Dock, “I'll git the toll next time 
they cross.” 

Then the car stopped outside. He heard 
the engine choke and dice. Through the 
tumult of the December storm came a 
call—a woman’s voice. 

“Mister Dock! Mister Dock!” 

Gripping his garments, Hosea blundered 
to the door. Icy spray smote him in the 


face and blinded him. The wind blew 
the lamp out. 
“What’s wrong?” he shouted. In the 


dim dashlight of the car he could see a girl 
in a red coat. Only one woman on Titania 
owned a red coat—Emily Stayton, young 
wife of Searl Stayton who kept the light 
at the Point. “That you, Emly? Come 
in out o’ the rain.” 

The girl slid out of the car, and came 
toward the house. “Can I stay here all 
night, Mister Dock?” she inquired. 

Hosea held the door while she entered, 
crossed the room and lighted the lamp. 
“What you want to stay here for?” he 
asked. 

Emily Stayton stood defensively against 
the door, her slender body tense as a steel 
wire. Her eyes were burning defiantly in a 
very white young face. 

“T’ve left,” she announced. “I've left 
for good. If you won't let me stay here 
I'll go on to Belford—but the roads are 
bad and I don’t know how much 
I've got.” 

Hosea put his coat on slowly Over his 
undershirt and buttoned every button. 
“What’s Searl done?” he asked. 

Her chin quivered for an instant. Emily 
Stayton was spun like steel and colored like 
jet and flame, but there was a soft sweet- 
underneath. “He hasn't done any- 
thing. That’s just it. She came back, Mr 
Dock—that woman, his first wife! I told 
him if she came back again I’d go—and I 
did. I waited till he went up in the light 
afid then I slipped the car out. My suit- 
case is in the back.” 

“Allie came back again, hey ? 
ask her to come, Em'ly ?” 

“Of course not. But he could tell her 
not to, couldn’t he? He could make her 
stay away. But he won't.” 

Hosea poked the fire. “Take off your 
coat,” he advised. “You're wettern’ a 
mackerel. Searl'll be comin’ after you, I 


gas 


ness 


Did Searl 


reckon. He'll be along as soon as he can 
make it afoot—lame like he is.” 
For an instant the blaze in Emily 


Stayton’s eyes died, and her face softened. 
Then she froze again. “It won't do him 
any good. I won't go back.” 

“Well, I can’t turn a lady out in the 
rain just because she runs off from her 
husband. Where'd you say your clothes 
was?” 

Over a cup of hot tea, deftly brewed 


by Hosea on the airtight stove, Emily 
recited her grievance. “Searl’s good, Mr 
Dock, but he’s too tender-hearted. That's 


why he married her in the first place. Her 
mother died over here at the hotel, and she 
hadn’t any money—nor any sense either, I 
guess. And he was sorry for her—’ 

“Yeah, Searl’s like that,” agreed Hosea 
“I've known him a long time you recollect 

heap longer than you have, Em'ly. I’ve 
been taking toll on this bridge for eighteen 
years, and Searl came down to Titania 
about twelve years ago. I remember how 
Allie looked—used to curl her hair and wear 
little hats kind o’ tipped sideways.” 

“And painted her eyebrows,” declared 
Searl Stayton’s second wife, scornfully, 
“and chewed gum.” 

“Well, she was a young thing,” de- 
fended Hosea; “but there wasn’t anything 
wicked about her. She was just silly— 
silly and vain and wantin’ a good time. 
And of course Searl had to stick close to 
the light. He couldn’t take her to the 
mainland to shows and dances, so she took 
up with other fellers. But you couldn't 
say Allie was bad.” 

“She’s wicked now, anyway. She's try- 
ing to take Searl away from me, Mr. Dock. 
She is!” 

Hosea set the teacups in an orderly pile 
and brushed the crumbs from the table 
into his palm. “Well,” he drawled, “I don’t 
see as you're putting yourself out any 
defendin’ your property.” 

“But—I couldn't. It was awful—two 
wives under one roof, Mr. Dock.” Emily 
was almost tearful. “Not that he talked 


to her any. He stayed up in the light. 
But he acted worried and he wouldn't tell 
her to stay away.” 

“Well, Charlie’s her boy. You wouldn’t 
begrudge the poor woman the sight of her 
boy at Christmas time; now would you, 
Em'ly ?” 

“She ran off and left him, didn’t she? 
She didn’t worry about him when he was 
only ten months old and Searl was trying 
to tend him and keep the light too. When 
he used to climb all those stairs with 
Charlie on his shoulder and a_nursing- 
bottle inside his coat to keep it warm, and 
sit there minding the light all night with 
Charlie asleep in a basket on the floor— 
she didn’t worry about him then. But 
now—now because he’s seven years old and 
fine and handsome—now because he’s got 
so he loves me—she comes back!” 

“Shuh!” soothed Hosea. “I wouldn't 
worry about it tonight. Everything will 
come out all right. You git into my bed 
and go to sleep. The tide’s running pretty 
high and it’s likely to come over the bridge, 
so I'll sit here, and if anybody comes along 
I'll talk to ’em. You go to bed.” 

“Oh—I had his little Christmas tree 
all trimmed, Mr. Dock! Searl got me a 
cedar—and Joe Daily brought out some 
glass balls and things. We had a train— 
you wind it up and it has tunnels and a 
bridge and everything.” A tear, very bright 
and pitiful, dripped down her cheek. Then 
flame scorched the mist from her eyes. “I 
guess she'll fix his Christmas for him! She'll 
let him eat candy, and he'll run a tempera- 
ture again. She'll give him things—and 
after awhile he'll get over being timid 
with her. Then he won't cry for me when 
his back aches. And Searl—Searl will for- 
get, too.” 

Hosea pursed his old mouth. “You git 
to bed,” he counseled. “There’s another 
blanket on the trunk, if your feet git cold.” 

When at last she closed the door of the 
bedroom, Hosea blew out the lamp. A 
triangular flicker of light from the nostrils 
of the stove lay on the floor while the rest 
of the bare room slept in shadow. The 
wind crept down the stove-pipe and hooted 
in chilly loneliness. The tide was high 
now, and Hosea could hear the crash of 
the rolling backwash as it battled with the 
meshed timbers of the bridge. Across the 
inlet sounded the dull thunder of the break- 
ers on the spit beyond Titania Light. 

Hosea wondered how soon Searl Stayton 
would discover that his girl-wife had fled. 
He liked Searl. He had liked the bronzed 
young chap when first he came down to 
Titania, a handsome rebellious youth, 
chafing at the injured limb which made it 
impossible for him ever again to walk the 
bridge of a revenue cutter. 

In the heat of his rebellion little Allie 
Baxter had drifted into his world. Bright, 
colorful, a littke hummingbird creature with 
empty head, tossing back-yellow curls, and 
a cheap, sentimental sort of attractiveness 
which might pass with a lonely young 
fellow for love, she had fascinated Searl 
from his aching solitude. They had mar- 
ried swiftly, and old Hosea knew how 
swiftly the sordidness of quarrels and the 
hot acrimony and sullen brooding of mis- 
understanding had come to Titania Light. 

There were other men—young men who 
owned buggies, and straight limbs for 
dancing, and glib tongues for flattery. 
Searl Stayton had been proud, silent, sensi- 
tive. He had loved the baby, Charlie, the 
more because Allie resented his coming. 
And he had ignored proudly the side-long 
pity of the few neighbors on Titania, kept 
away from people whose meaning eyes con- 
doned with him because his silly little wife 
hated him and ran off to the mainland with 
young fellows. And then one day Allie ran 
off and did not come back. 

Hosea Dock knew what black days those 
days had been for Searl Stayton, with the 
disgrace of divorce and the weight of proud 
loneliness upon him, with no one to talk 
to except a year-old baby. 

Then, on a day five years back, Hosea 
had gone to the mainland to have a tooth 
pulled, and Searl, limping across to get 
some croup syrup for Charlie, had volun- 
teered to tend the bridge.. That day Emily 
had come, black eyes and burnished hair, 
a laughing. lithe little thing with an im- 
perious mouth, to visit her uncle at the 
wireless station. Searl, looking into her 
eyes, had collected a quarter and given her 
fifty cents in change, when he swung the 
gate to let her car through. And Hosea, 
coming home with a pain as heavy as a 
ship’s anchor in the side of his head, had 
seen the flame of happiness burning in Searl 
Stayton’s eyes, though he grumbled at his 
mother’s gleeful matchmaking prophesies. 

The glow and the beauty of that ro- 
mance had leaped across the sand spits and 
the length of the bridge until Hosea thrilled 
with it, as he tore off tickets in his toll 
house. Even the Light warmed with pas- 
sion, and quivered across the inlet and the 
salt marshes like music written in fire. The 
wedding-day was marked with a gold star 

[Turn to page 40] 
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Rosalie Finds A Way 


By Barbara Winship 
Illustrated by Alice Seipp 














VEN yet, Rosalie couldn't believe it. 
Only a few months ago she had 
been living in a _ weather-beaten 

frame cottage in a far western town, pre- 
paring to take the teachers’ examinations, 
after which would come dreary years in 
a country school. 


Then—the wonderful thing! A legacy 
—just like fiction. Not large, but enough 
—barely. 


So here she was in a famous eastern 
college with the dearest girls in the world 
for room-mates. Happily she glanced about 
the pretty sitting-room. 


“I’m just the luckiest girl in college.” 


Over and over Rosalie told it to herself. 
Who wouldn’t be, she thought. Her eyes 
warmed as they fell on the girls. 


On the couch was Sylvia, lovely golden- 
haired Sylvia. Sylvia of the low, sweet 
voice; Sylvia of the slow, graceful move- 
ments, But Rosalie well knew the keen 
brain behind those leisurely manners, the 
same quality of brain that had placed 
Sylvia’s father high in the councils of the 
nation. How proud Prairie City had been 
to learn its little Rosalie was rooming with 
the daughter of the famous statesman. 


Next her was curled winsome Noreen! 
At the study table sat Jean, from Massa- 
chusetts, sweetly serious, 


There was but one cloud in Rosalie’s sky. 
Merely a tiny one, probably it would blow 
away. 

The eternal clothes problem—you might 
have guessed it. Rosalie hadn’t thought 
of clothes, in her joy at the tiny legacy— 
just enough for board and tuition at this 
famous eastern college. 


Of course, college was awfully demo- 
cratic, and nobody cared what you wore. 
Still, many of the girls—Sylvia and Noreen 
—wore very simple things, but lovely in 
quality and design. And the labels! Even 
Jean, whose father was just a college pro- 
fessor, had two party frocks and silk 
“undies.” 

“Well, they don’t mind my shabby things, 
so I won't,” Rosalie said to herself philo- 
sophically. “My blue middy dress does very 
well for classes, and we wear only negligees 
to fudge parties. It doesn’t really matter.” 


But—what was Sylvia saying? It was 
one night toward the Christmas holidays. 
Rosalie had been studying, but now she 
raised her head in vague alarm. 


“Rosalie must go with me, since she lives 
too far to go home. You others come the 
minute you can. Mother will give a dinner- 
dance—and teas—there’ll be loads of invita- 
tions, besides.” 


Rosalie’s brain whirled. Dances—and 
her old white organdie! Teas—and her 
cheap blue taffeta, beginning to split! 


Long hours she tossed that night, trying 
to plan an excuse. She had expected to 
stay quietly at college for vacation. The 
girls didn’t dream, of course—Sylvia would 
want to lend her money; Noreen to share 
her own wardrobe. She couldn’t bear 
either. 


ITH terrific swiftness came the day 

before vacation. Every one was 
packing. Rosalie slipped out and walked 
long, long up a country road, her hands 
clenched, almost stumbling. The eleventh- 
hour deliverance for which she had prayed 
had not come. Oh, if she could only walk 
on forever! Or go away somewhere—and 
rest—rest—! 


Then—an idea! She stopped, felt her 
hot cheeks. It wouldn’t be an untruth— 
her head was splitting! Resolutely she 
turned and went back to the campus, then 
to the office of the resident physician. 


The girls, returning from last-minute 
shopping, found only a scribbled note. At 
once they stormed the infirmary, but a 
stern nurse allowed them merely a scant 
‘five minutes with the patient. After they 
had gone, Rosalie lay guiltily, but strangely 
at peace, in the little white bed. 























The sophomores were serenading Rosalie. 


After vacation things were never the 
same again. Rosalie was always self- 
conscious, wondering if her shabbiness em- 
barrassed the others. 


Spring vacation loomed, too, with Noreen 
to be hostess. Again the sleepless nights, 
the tormenting days. What should she do 
—there must be a new excuse. 


One day, when alone, something inside 
Rosalie snapped and she ‘collapsed, a sob- 
bing heap, by her little bed—never hearing 
the door open. 


“Why, honey—what on earth—?” Soft 
yet strong arms lifted her into bed, brought 
blankets and a hot-water bottle. 


“There, hush—hush,” soothed Sylvia. “I'll 
put an engaged sign on the door—after a 
while you can tell me—” 


It was a relief to confess, at last, thought 
Rosalie in her exhaustion. 


“Dearie, you should have told me be- 
fore. And—why, I believe I have an idea 
right now. I know the cleverest girl at 
home who—” (Oh, wise and infinitely con- 
siderate Sylvia, to tender practical ideas 
rather than a humiliating loan!) “You can 
start right away and work all spring vaca- 
tion. The others will think you’re making 
up French and mathematics.” 





OSALIE was the first to return in Sep- 
tember, already unpacking a shiny new 
trunk when the others arrived. 


Immediately Noreen spied the brown vel- 
vet. “You never got that adorable thing 
in Nevada!” 


“And look at this cream satin!” gasped 
Jean. “Oh—where did you get that dar- 
ling black lace?” 


But Rosalie only smiled mysteriously, 
donning a dashing little jumper of scarlet 
jersey for their first campus walk. 


The first class meeting of the year is 
always exciting, but one of the special 
thrills came when a starry-eyed young per- 
son arose to second the nomination of 
Sylvia Randall for sophomore president. 


” 


Rosalie had never “talked in meetin’ 
before, but when one is arrayed in a just- 
right frock of rose linen, scalloped to per- 
fection and flared and fitted to a debu- 
tante’s taste, the matter of addressing an 
audience is simple. 

“Who—it can’t be!” the whispers rip- 
pled across the assembly hall. ‘Rosalie 
Taft! Isn’t she the sweetest—! Did you 
ever see such a cunning dress?” 


The sophomores had discovered Rosalie. 


Rosalie in her bright gingham—Rosalie 
in pastel organdie! It was hard to say 
which was the most charming picture. And 
when you finally decided, along came crisp 
days and there was Rosalie in a distracting 
cape costume of violet tweed, or Rosalie in 
something cleverly concocted of serge and 
satin, with quaint trimming of wooden 
beads, and your mind was all unsettled 
again. 


Ax? was there ever so glorious a night 
as that of the play, with Rosalie the 
leading lady? Rosalie as the shy village 
maid in the first act. Rosalie, the dauntless 
little private secretary of the second. Then 





the triumphant third act, with Rosalie, the 
butterfly, emerged from the chrysalis of 
loneliness and poverty, a witch of a Rosalie 
whom none had seen before! 


At last the girls got her home, to the 
flower-filled sitting-room, and finally the 
visitors were all gone (though three fresh- 
men vowed to camp on the door-mat). Then 
the “family” gathered close. 


“Now, you promised to tell where you got 
the costumes and all your pretty things,” 
reminded Noreen. 


“I was so unhappy last year,” began 
Rosalie, “for I hadn’t nice clothes like you 
girls. I had decided not to come back. But 
Sylvia found out and showed me a way. 


“There is a school, in Scranton, Penn- 
sylvania, which teaches girls and women, 
wherever they be, to make their own 
clothes. And, of course, that means a sav- 
ing of half or more, 


“I didn’t believe I could do it, but when 
Sylvia told me of friends who had learned, 
oh, so easily, I began at once and worked 
all spring vacation. Why, by June I 
could make the nicest things—I made some 
lingerie for Sylvia—and simple dresses. 
When I got home, the whole town became 
interested and it seemed as if every woman 
wanted me to make something for her. 


“It’s a wonderfully fascinating way to 
learn—pictures explain every step—and 
the instructors are so kind aid helpful 
that I progressed beautifully. Soon I was 
making pretty organdie frocks for the home 
girls and, of course, had earned more than 
enough to pay for the course. With the 
extra money I bought material for my own 
clothes, and you have seen the results. My 
brown velvet cost but twelve dollars.” 


“That beauty! I thought it must have 
been seventy-five!” (This from Noreen.) 
“I saw the prettiest dress—will you copy it?” 

But Sylvia held up a hand. 

“Listen!” 


Through the windows floated a song: 
“Oh, Rosalie, we love you best! 
Our Rosalie from the Golden West!” 

The sophomores were serenading Rosalie! 


Before slipping into bed, she tossed a 
good-night kiss to the campus. “One of 
the two dearest schools in the world,” she 
whispered, “but I wouldn’t be here if it 
weren’t for the other one.” 


Wy sr Rosalie Taft did, you can do, 
too. There is not the slightest doubt 
about it. More than 150,000 women and 
girls in city, town and country have proved 
that you can quickly learn at home, in 
spare time, through the Woman’s Institute, 
to make your own and your children’s 
clothes and hats or prepare for success in 
Dressmaking or Millinery as a business. 


The Woman's Institute is ready to help 
you, no matter where you live or what 
your circumstances or your needs. And 
it costs you absolutely nothing to find out 
what it can do for you. Just send a letter, 
post card or the convenient coupon below 
to the Woman’s Institute, Dept. 3-M, Scran- 
ton, Penna., and you will receive, without 
obligation, the full story of this great 
school that is bringing to women and girls 
all over the world the happiness of having 
dainty, becoming clothes and hats, savings 
almost too good to be true, and the joy of 
being independent in a successful business. 


WOMAN ’S INSTITUTE 
Dept. 3-M, Scranton, Penna. 
Without cost or obligation, please send me one of 
your booklets and tell me how I can learn the subject 
which I have marked below: 


C) Home Dressmaking C Millinery 


C) Professional Dressmaking ( Cooking 
(Please specify whether Mrs. or Miss) 
Street 
ND neisitisasacniiciatrnsiitidicianiuntssndvitidcepaniniiicapiatdaitsciuboagapenes 
City State - 
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Ingersoll 
Pen ci 


Just the thing for him 


Beautiful, practical, simple and 
efficient. No clogging at the 
point, no tedious reloading; 
double length leads. Made in 
just the right models for HIS 
particular needs. 

And there are several typically 
feminine models, small, slen- 
der, graceful—delightful gifts 
for Mother, Sister, Girl Friends. 
Your dealer has them in the 
little black box with the red 
and white dots. 


THE INGERSOLI 
—50c to $2.00 





A slender little pencil which 
slips int pocket 
Gress suit or into her hand-bag 


THE INGERSOLL DOLLAR 


—$1.00 
Of rolled Silver, not merely 
Silver plated. Attached 


THE INGERSOLL DOLLAR 

Pony Length—$1.00 

Short, w x ap forcha 
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THE INGERSOLL GIFT 

$3.00 
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INGERSOLL REDIPOINT COMPANY, Inc. 
Wm. H. Ingersoll, Pres 
Formerly of Robt. H. Ingersoll & Bro. 
461 Fourth Avenue . New York City 
Chicago San Francisco 
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Good Will To Wives 


[Continued } 


in the log of Titania Island. Hosea even 
bought a new pair of trousers to wear and 
paid Joe Daily three prices to tend the 
bridge for half a day 

Emily had adored Charlie from the first 
and the lonely little chap was overwhelmed 
at the joy of owning a mother who sang 
songs with words to them, who knew where 
the gulls stayed in the dark, who could 
build sand houses and run races on the 
shore, who best of all could love a lone 
some little boy so much that it hurt And 
after five that peaceful 


now years of 
happiness, five years which had _ seen 
Charlie’s body grow and strengthen and 


father’s face 
take on a 
Allie had 


the bitterness go out of his 
and Emily’s youthful beauty 
sweet, matronly charm—now 
come back! 

“It ain’t fair,” mused Hosea to 
self. “She’s cheating. I guess she never 
learned no better But she’d ought to be 
fair. She had her chance and threw it 
away, and now she’s taking Em’iy’s. And 
Searl—he’s in a hard fix and it makes him 
dumb, same as ever. I reckon I’ve got to 
fix things some way, though I don’t know 
how I’m going to do it. Can’t condemn 
Allie for wanting to see her boy—the court 
gave her the right to see him any time she 
pleased—but I will say been con 
darned slow about it.” 

He lifted the lid of the stove and drop- 
ped in another billet of driftwood. Under 
the bridge the tide mounted and bellowed 
Hosea sat down again, and unconsciously 
he waited, breathing hard, as though by 
main strength he willed Searl Stayton across 
the bridge and up to the doorstep of the 
toll house He strained, listening for a 
knock till he forgot to breathe; but the 
knock did not come. His ears ached with 
the hollow laughter of the sea, which threw 
itself defiantly over his bridge. 


him- 


she’s 


OSEA got up and went to the window 
Bad sea running, but the bridge would 
hold. Timber and were true. 
Promises shattered, love burned out, those 
who needed you died or drifted away, but 
his bridge stood firm. Hosea decided that 
when you were old it was wisest to love 
bridges; but something in him which be- 
longed to folks, and especially to these hot- 
headed meddlers snarling their lives ruth- 
lessly, ached drearily. 
“T reckon I’ve got to fix it,” he sighed, 


steel 


from page 38] 


Allie went back to the mainland—good 
while ago. She just came up to bring 
some things for the kid. She’s going to 
marry somebody tomorrow, and go to 
Oregon.” : 

“You didn’t tell Em’ly that, did you?” 

“Well, no. I ain’t seen Emily since 
I thought she’d gone to bed. Allie 


supper 
came up here a while ago—said she was 
leaving in the tender with Joe Daily. 


Emily’s—gone— !” 

“If you’re goin’ to fetch her back you 
better start. Got a lantern? The tide’s 
over the bridge.” 

When Searl had limped down the stairs 
Hosea swung himself wearily up to the 
high stool. Through the steel-guarded 
window he could see the writhing of the 
sea as it tore ahead of the wind across the 
spits. Great, ragged bulks of cloud scudded 
across the sky, and the rain came in gusts 
and then died. But steadily, through the 
rack and the chaos outside, went the white 
marching of the light. Hosea watched that 
flaming blade leap. 

Emily—Emily was watching that light. 
Lying in his bed she could see the glowing 
beam slashing the storm so bravely, watch 
the flash of it as he watched it every night 

He looked out again at the sea. Searl 
would be on his way by now, limping along 
that wind-lashed road, stumbling through 
the boiling tide wash, falling, perhaps, but 


going on. But suppose—suppose that 
Emily was stubborn. Emily was proud. 
And Searl was proud too and still—sup- 
pose she would not come. 

The wild wickedness of his thought 
turned him cold. There were ships out 
there somewhere—groping ships, bending 
harried ™asts before the drive of this 
Christmas gale—ships watching for the 
light. 


“Five minutes,” thought Hosea, numbly, 
“just five minutes.” He bent his old head 
His hands were icy cold. His heart almost 
ceased to beat. “Lord,” he prayed, numbly, 
“don’t let no crew get foundered because 
of me. I got to do it, Lord—I got to keep 
these young folks from foundering!” 

Emily Stayton was running along the 
bridge. She ran in frantic panic, her coat 
dragged on heedlessly, her shoes untie@-and 
flapping, her head bared to the cold, lash 
ing rain. Halfway across the draw, she 
crashed headlong into a groping figure. To- 
gether they struggled for balance, and the 
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taking down his old poncho from the wall 
“I’ve got to fix it, somehow—and the wind’s 
runnin’ the sea like a wolf!” 

He left the light burning, stoked the 
fire and let himself out cautiously, though 
the clamor of the wind muffled the opening 
of the door. On the bridge he could scarcely 
stand. He clung to the rail and beat his 
way across blindly, his old face stung to 
blistering by the angry spray. At the island 
end was a sluicing wash of tide water, 
foaming up over the bridge approach 
Hosea considered his rheumatism, rolled 
up his trousers and waded in. The freezing 
brine sent a shock through his limbs as 
though he had plunged into flame, but he 
plowed grittily out 

“Ain’t no sense 
spoilin’ Christmas!” he 


these young folks—no 
sense grumbled to 
himself 

On Titania, the wind was a hurricane 
Twice he stumbled and went down on his 
knees. But ahead of him the _light lay 
bravely on the furious breast of the sea 
Hosea made for the light 

The little house below the great tower 
was still. If Allie were still there, she slept 
Hosea saw a little stocking hung hopefully 
behind the baseburner. “Ain't no sense,” 
he muttered, shaking the water off like a 
dog, “ain’t no sense—spoilin’ Christmas!” 

The winding stairs were cruel, endless 
Halfway up, the old toll-keeper halted and 
sat down, holding his shaking knees steady 
with his fingers 

“Got to get up there somehow I 
dunno how Searl makes it—him lame like 
he is. Got to get up there somehow—” 

The last rounding flight was a breath 
less struggle. Ultimately, however, Hosea 
rested at the top, beating on the iron door 
with all his strength. 

“Lemme in, Searl—you lemme in!” 

Searl Stayton, half dozing, slid off the 
high stool beside the great white lamp 
“What's wrong, Dock?” he demanded 
“Your bridge gone?” 


“Ain't nothin’ of mine gone,” declared 
Hosea, testily. “It’s your wife that’s gone 
Em'ly. She’s gone. You lemme tend 


light while you go and get her back!” 

Searl Stayton stared and _ whitened 
“Emily? Where's she gone?” 

“She’s over there—in my bed She left 
while ago—account of Allie. She'll stay 
there till you get there—I fixed that.” 

“She left—on account of Allie? 


Why, 


torn sky revealed the two to each other. 

“Searl! Searl! It’s you—you're ll 
right? You ain’t hurt?” 

“Emily—I was just coming No, I 
ain’t hurt. Are you coming back, Emily 
coming back to me and the boy? She's 
gone—she went a good while ago—’ 

“Oh, I don’t care—I don’t care! I 
thought you were hurt—I thought you'd 
fallen, maybe—down those stairs! Searl— 
the light! Look—the light—it’s out!” She 
pointed across the bridge. 

“Out? The light out? 
there. Look—it ain't out, 
there!” 

Through the black wallow a white blade 
leaped. Emily Stayton stared and quivered, 
holding tight to her husband. 

“It was out!” she declared, “I looked 
back there—and it was out. It just came 
on this minute. I thought you were hurt 
or something—and I ran. Oh, Searl—I’m 
glad you're all right. I guess I must have 
been crazy. I thought I'd die back there 
trying to get my shoes on—and the light 
out !” 

“She’s not coming back any more, Emily 
She's going to marry somebody tomorrow.” 

“Oh, I don’t care. Poor thing! I’m 
not going to hate her—hold me, Searl, till 
I tie my shoes! We'll have to walk back. 
I've got the car over here on the bridge— 
but somebody stole the spark plugs out of 
it. Let’s hurry, Searl. He might wake up— 
and there isn’t a thing in his little stocking.” 

Up in Titania Light, old Hosea sat on 
the high stool, staring out at the sea 
Through the welter of the night the light 
streamed. But over in the east there 
bloomed a faint glow of coral and gold 
and rose. Dawn was coming—Christmas 
morning 

Downstairs Searl and Emily were asleep. 
And the little cedar, all brave in tinsel and 
glass, stood gloriously behind the base- 
burner, waiting. 

Hosea turned out the light. Dawn shot 
up—a great wave of silver and opal. 

“I wish I had some whiskers,” thought 
Hosea Dock. “I'd pretend like I was Santa 
Claus. Good grannies—here ‘tis Christmas, 
and I ain’t got no present for Searl and 
Em’ly Got to give ‘em something for 
Christmas!” 

And the old man went groping down 
the tortuous stairway in the dim light—a 
wise old Santa, all unaware. 


Why—Hosea’s 


Emily—see 


Christmas Comfort 
for Everyone 
HERE'S a gift you may al- 


ways feelsure of. Itpleases 
everyone. And ’round the 
tree on Christmas morn, Cap- 
itol Felt Slippers will bring 
exclamations of delight from 
those fortunate enough tc 
find them among their gifts. 


For Mother—in her favorite color and 
of high quality, soft fele—you’ll find 
Capitol Slippers in a number of designs. 
Why not give two or three pairs in 
shades to match her negligees—you'll 
find a wide variety to select from. She’ll 
appreciate the style and comfort of these 
delightful slippers more than anyone. 
For Daddy —sensibie, sane slippers for 
father are Capitol Felt Slippers for men. 
Made in conservative colors and de- 
signs, from the finest of felt. 
For the Youngster—the cold and snow 
make children’s feet chilled and damp. 
How easily they adopt the good habit 
of changing to Capitol Felt Bootees. 
These unusual slippers are good look- 
ing, comfortable and warm. Built to 
withstand the wear and tear of youth’s 
activity. 
Remember all Capitol Felt Slipper Soles 
are lined with the super-fine Lamb’s 
Wool of the famous Capitol Soles— 
known since grandmother’s day for 
their wonderful white, fleecy. downy 
comfort—and leather outer soles of 
unusual flexibility. 
Reasonably priced at shoe stores—de- 
partment stores—and general stores— 
everywhere. 

The Wiley-Bickford-Sweet 

Company 

Worcester, Mass. Hartford, Conn. 
Look for this trade 
* mark stamped on the 


sole of every genuine 


Capitol Felt Slipper. 





Also found on the 
Lamb’s Wool Sole—for women 


Capitol 
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the Woman You Were 







Offer 


E the woman you were meant to be! By Olympian’s practical ‘ 
plan, you can! Your dearest wishes of bodily health, mental vigor, and 


womanly charm are all wsthin easy reach. 


This is not a story of drudgery, denial, 
or tedious study. The Olympian plan is a 
fascinating force for the better enjoyment of 
womanhood. It.is interesting every step of 
the way. It is easy to follow. 

Every woman who accepts this plan, and 
uses it even one month will experience benefits 
from her Olympian membership which will 
prove fairly amazing. Read how these re- 
sults are achieved: 


First: A Glorious State 
of Health 


The firstfundamental ofhappinessis health. 
So, Olympian starts with the natural principles 
of health. Some of them, you may know. 
But what has always been lacking is she key 
to their use. You are told the scientific secrets 
of applying these principles with full force. 
Results are instantaneous. 

You will feel changes the first week. A 
month brings improvements hard now to be- 
lieve. Quickened energies crowd out every 
petty ailment. New physical and mental 
powers seem inexhaustible. It is wonderful. 
Investigate this opportunity without the 
spending or risking of a 


How to attain them is explained below: 


poise, in your step, your attitudes in repose. 
The analyses, charts and pictures, the illus- 
trated text, all are so simply and plainly set 
forth that every minute is 


That You Can 


Meant to Be 


Accept This Uncommon 


of Proof 


Married Women 


It 1s not exaggerating to say that any woman’s 
married life is made vastly more enjoyable through 
enrollment with Olympian. The very things she 
wants to know, causes and effects. Successful 
motherhood; adorable children. What to believe 
—and not to believe. Preparation for mother- 

hood. Sex truths. 





interesting. While this 
drive for larger member- 
ship and wider usefulness 


FREE! 


Just One Week! 


A wealth of material is 





is On, you can examine 
the entire text and mate- 
rial of the course without 
cost or obligation. 


Every Worth- 
While Beauty 
Secret Told 


Nothing bought in a bottle 


Six Months’ Coaching in 
Practical Psychology 


Should you decide to enroll under this special 
offer of the society's, you will receive without a 
penny’s added cost a six-months’ course in applied 
psychology. Thoroughly practical monthly in- 
struction; proven, easily applied principles. 

Some of the divisions: development of char- 
acter and mentality; successful contacts with 
others; analysis of people through observation ; 
interpreting color, weight, form; overcoming 
negative traits; habit and memory. 

Use coupon below, and the first lesson in 
psychology will be included free, and yours to keep. 


given you at the outset, and 
each month come special 
bulletins that strengthen and 
speed your progress. But we 
ask only one week's trial of 
this wonderful method to 
prove to you that you need it! 

Olympian’s daily maii is 
large, for membership carries 
unlimited privileges of con- 
sultation, specific advice, 


can rival Olympian as an aid 





practical help in every divi- 








to physical beauty. When 
told the scientific causes of supple body and limbs 
—a clear skin—sparkling eyes—pretty shoulders 
—firm, symmetric breasts—luxuriant hair—it is 
absurdly easy to attain them. 


You'll learn how to remove 30 or 40 lbs. of 
excess flesh in sixty days—without starving. 
How to remove every line in face or neck (unless 
you are past 60). 


Three scientific hair-health secrets that bring 
any head of hair to abundant 





single dollar. 


QuickDevelopment 


Olympian Society: 


Letters from Members 


thickness, length, and lustre 
in five months. 


While the material you sent me has not been 


in my hands quite a week, I like it and shall 
of Personal hope to be improved physically and mentally. 
+ It is what I especially needed. —Olive Chapman, 
Attractiveness Holliston, Mace 
Comes Next Os aie 


Next are developed 
the traits which make for 
personal magnetism. The 
knack of making others 
like you is acquired— 
and the processesare fasci- 
nating. Your progress 
will astonish you. 

The nextstage is physi- 
cal manifestations of 
womanly charm. Un- 
mistakable changes are 
wrought in your carriage, 








I would like you to know that I am enjoy- 
ing your course very much. I look forward to 
the monthly discussional lectures. I am very well 
satisfied with the course. — Audrey Mackenzie, 
15 Lincoln Ave., Montreal, P. Q. 


Olympian Society: 

I have received lasting good from the course 
and wish the society success in its great work. — 
June H. Kern, 5927 Thrvop St., Chicago, Ill. 


Olympian Society: 

I am a business woman and find the course is 
very interesting. I feel much better already. — 
Leone Lovelle, 31034 W. Main St., Durham, 
N.C, 

(Two months later from the same member) 
I was ready to give up when I enrolled, and 


today am the picture of health, look 30, though 
past 40, and weigh what I should! 











What the Young 
Miss Needs 
to Know 


Olympian information and 
instruction will equip girls 
of eighteen for life. Mothers 
have told us their daughters 
have built mental and bodily 
perfection on the simple prin- 
ciples revealed in this course. 


Atthethreshold of life,girls, 
and boys too, are immeasur- 
ably helped through a parent’s 
Olympian membership. Any 
woman who knew all that it 
can mean to any family, 
would deem it her dutyto join. 


sion. To read the many 
enthusiastic letters received is a constant source 
of inspiration. Twenty-seven specialists are back 
of Olympian; most of them have devoted a life’s 
work to the movement. 


Olympian Society’s Offer 

For the present, you need send no money 
whatever. Your simple request will bring complete 
working material and text—everything. You may 
have unrestricted use of all for a full week. 

There is no obligation to go a step further 
unless you decide the course is worth a hundred 
times the small fee asked. 

If you want to keep the material and continue use 
of it, you have the privilege of choosing from three 
plans of payments, each at greatly reduced cost. 

But the thing to remember now is that you 
may inspect all this material without risking a 
dollar. You have a full week to decide whether 
you want to keep the material or not. The first 
lesson in psychology will be sent free—yours to 
keep, whether you enroll or not. Use this coupon: 


OLYMPIAN SOCIETY (126) 
Calumet at 21st St., Chicago 
Please send me, prepaid, complete Olympian text and material on 
approval without obligation. I will either remail the course in one 
week or enroll, under the reduced-rate easy terms of your special offer. 


City.. ea 
Moves “The oupehelagy aon is complimentary, and I may keep 
this regardless of whether I desire to enroll for the course. 


State 
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resentation Sets 


(Fragrant with Parfum Mary Garden) 


Ir is a tribute to a woman’s 
daintiness—and a revelation of 





your own good taste—to send 
these ‘‘ Presentation Sets’’ for 
Christmas greetings. 





GE” 


Even the most elaborate is surpris- 
ingly modest in price, and if you wish 
to send a less important gift, the 
separately boxed Toilet Water is in 
itself a dainty remembrance. 


It is easy, even in the “‘rush’’ hours 
of the Christmas shopping season, to 
select these Rigaud’s aids to loveli- 
ness—each attractively boxed in satin- 
lined, holly-red boxes—at all 
good drug and department 















stores. 


PARFUMERIE RIGAUD 


16 Rue de la Paix, Paris, France 


Gro. Borcretpr & Co., New 


Sole Distributors in United States and 


YORK 


Canada 


The gift that bears your 
Christmas greeting card 
will be handsome in ap- 
pearance and flawless in 
quality ifit be chosen from 


these Rigaud products. 


















However little you 
may have tospend for 
gifts, they can have 
quality and dainti- 
ness A safe choice 
is any of Rigaud’s 
Presentation Sets, 
Boxed 
Perfume or Toilet 
Water — fragrant 
with Parfum Mary 
Garden. 


Separately 






It is a satisfying assurance 


when selecting toile 
articles for gifts—that 
gredientsand blending are 
exquisite and accurate. 
This assurance is yours 
when you buy 


bearing the Rigaud label 


products 
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McMaynus had had an accident, sort of, 
and wouldn’t be able to lave his bed for 
siveral days, the docthor said; and wouldn’t 
Misther Manship kindly thry and see if he 
couldn't sind thim the money, because there 
was divvle a dollar in the house, and the 
docthor was after wanting his fee and 
the landlord his rint. 

Rodney promised to see to it in per- 
son; but engagements which he couldn’t 
break delayed him, so that it was in the 
dim end of the gloaming that his taxicab 
put him down in front of an unlovely 
tenement in the remote hinterland of the 
upper East Side. 

Unbroken ranks of beetling old-law 
tenements walled in the street from corner 
to corner of the long cross-town block, 
oozing from every window, door and fire- 
escape humanity in the raw, less than half 
washed, largely half naked, and wholly un- 
ashamed. The air was heavy with heat 
and the sour effluvia of garbage cans that 
cluttered the curbs, disputing for place with 
push-carts above which naphtha torches 
belched gusty, lurid flares. 

A number of slatternly women were 
huddled in the entrance of the tenement 
where Rodney’s client lived. They made 
way grudgingly, and when Rodney asked 
them where to find McManus showed him 
blank eyes of incomprehension or, shaking 
their heads, responded in tongues that meant 
nothing to him, though he thought he 
recognized cadences of Yiddish and Italian. 

Then one called in a man from the 
sidewalk, a hang-dog lout with the face 
and carriage of a Parisian Apache; and 
this one found enough strongly accented 
English to direct Rodney to the fourth 
floor back. 

The man McManus lay abed in a verit- 
able cocoon of bandages, which, however, 
could not altogether hide twinkling Irish 
eyes and the fetching Irish smile with 
which he recounted his misadventure of the 
previous night. It seemed that, coming 
home elated, he had stopped in at the 
corner, “a dirrty Wop joint,” to celebrate 
the victory which Rodney had won for 
him with the vin du pays, a concoction 
known by the simple name of “hootch.” 
In perfectly natural sequence, as McManus 
understood it, there had been a bit ‘ef a 
shindig, from which he had emerged not 
without honor but in the battered state 
visible to his caller. 

Rodney left as quickly as he could in de- 
cency, to escape their overpowering grati- 
tude, and was halfway down the last flight 
of stairs before he fancied something sinister 
in the changed aspect of the lower hallway 

There were half a dozen young ruffians 
lounging against the walls with cigarettes 
drooping from their evil mouths. 

He knew a little thrill of alarm, but the 
seizure was only momentary. He shook it 
off with a shrug of self-contempt, that he 
should be so facile a prey to terrors of 
the imagination. Even assuming that he 
had anything to fear from Angelo’s hos- 
tility, how could Angelo have guessed 
Rodney would be in that evil neighborhood 
at that hour of that particular night? 

But the group in the doorway made 
no offer to let him pass, and when he 
touched the nearest sleeve and uttered a 
pleasant “I beg your pardon—” his voice 
was drowned out by a yell from the far 
side of the knot. 

“That’s him! Kill the - 

A heavy blow on the chest sent him 
staggering back beyond the foot of the 
staircase. He caught at the newel-post to 
save himself a fall, and in the same breath 
saw the pack closing in. 

He was fighting for his life. 





IS assailants were six or seven and 

on their own ground; part of the 

hallway into which Rodney was 
carried by their first savage rush, the 
nucleus of a writhing knot of bodies, was 
terra incognita to him, if apparently a 
simple, dark cul-de-sac. He could do only 
his utmost to give as good as he got, and 
this in the confident knowledge that, the 
better his success in repaying punishment 
with punishment, the more sure he might 
feel that the end would come with the 
cold kiss of steel between his ribs. 

The business went forward in a strange, 
grim sort of silence. There was a rumor, 
that could not have carried to the street, of 
broken and hurried breathing, dull mutters 
of rage, the scufiling of many pairs of 
feet. Then abruptly weight of numbers 
carried Rodney off his feet and under those 
of the thugs 

Then his persecution met with an un- 
presaged check. The door, against which 
Rodney lay in a huddle, opened, and a 
sharply imperative voice saluted the pack 
The assault was suspended as somebody 
strode across the body of Rodney and 
began to harangue them in accents which 
seemed somehow remotely familiar, a voice 
one would know if one were not too far 
gone for the requisite effort of memory. 

Neither was what it said intelligible, for 
the tongue was not English. 


Ungentle hands seized Rodney’s arms 
and hoisted him bodily to his feet. Winded, 
spent, trembling, he rested in half-daze 
against the open door, held up on either 
side by two of his late adversaries and 
found himself face to face with Angelo 
Baroque. 

Sardonic triumph painted broadly upon 
his handsome mask of a young faun, Angelo 
held himself with the jaunty carriage of a 
conqueror. 

Perceiving recognition in Rodney’s dull 
stare, he spat an Italian epithet into his 
face, then with a spirited lift of the head 
and a curling lip, cast around the ring of 
degraded countenances for sycophantic ap- 
plause. It came in a break of brutish 
chuckles. Somebody spoke to him, ap- 
parently making an inquiry of surprise, and 
he replied with a phrase or two of derisive 
sound that won another laugh. 

Then he addressed his henchmen, 
brusquely, winding up with an order to 
the men holding Rodney’s arms. They 
released him, and stepped aside, grinning 
in anticipation. Angelo stepped close, gave 
the American a glimpse of his scornful 
smile, and with a violent hand thrust him 
across the threshold, reeling, to trip and 
go prone to the floor, striking his head 
against the leg of an iron bedstead. 


E came to himself, with no notion of 

the lapse of time, staring groggily up 

at a gas-jet whose fan of bluish flame 
edged with yellow was roaring and whis- 
tling directly above his head. Cognizance of 
his surroundings was something that came 
only item by item, each gained at the cost 
of augmented agony in his throbbing head. 
His face and hair were dripping wet, 
coat and waistcoat had been unbuttoned, 


collar and necktie were missing. He lay 
upon a bed in a mean room, meanly 
furnished. In a wall colored with bilious 


distemper, a dark oblong of a doorway 
showed at the foot of the bed. 

He could see no more without moving 
his head. When he essayed this he groaned 
aloud and was momentarily blinded by 
pain that danced wildly, a living flame, 
within his skull. 

Presently it subsided, his vision cleared, 
and he saw that there was a second door 
in the wall near the head of the bed, and 
that Angelo was standing there, in a pose 
of strained and slightly apprehensive at- 
tention, with an ear to the panels. 

Catching Rodney’s perplexed eye, the 
boy frowned, but curiously, it was a frown 
of worry rather than the scowl of hatred 
which experience had taught one to expect 
of him. Then he shook his head slightly 
and signed for silence with a finger laid 
upon his lips. 

Utterly confounded, Rodney made no 
stir, but followed in deepening wonder the 
actions of Angelo as that one, after a long 
pause in listening, nodded in apparent satis- 
faction, swung away to the foot of the bed, 
and called urgently to somebody in the 
room beyond. 

As he darted back to his former stand, 
turned the key in the lock, and unfastened 
a chain-bolt, a woman entered from the 
farther room, a creature of mature figure 
with a shawl caught so closely over her 
head that her features were not visible. 

She went quickly to the side of Angelo. 
He spoke to her in a guarded voice, re- 
ceiving a response in the same tone, then 
cautiously opened the door and peered out. 
Evidently reassured by his reconnaissance 
of the hallway, he let the woman pass out, 
then hastily reclosed, locked and bolted the 
door. Turning sharply to the bed, with a 
gesture of impatience he threw off the golf 
cap which bad shadowed his features, sank 
upon his knees, and caught one of Rodney’s 
hands tenderly between both his own. 


“Mr. Manship! Are you in pain? 
What can I do for you? Oh, I am so, so 
sorry !” 


Hearing that voice of exquisite music, 
staring up into the face solicitous and com- 
passionate that hung above his own, 
Rodney was able to articulate one word 
only: 

“Francesca !” 

ES,” the girl breathed, “it is I. But 

not so loud.” . 

She cast an apprehensive glance 
toward the hall door, but apparently she 
heard nothing alarming. 

“You are suffering. 
to do!” 

“Tt’s nothing,” Rodney 
mean, nothing much.” 

He set his teeth and with determination 
roused on an elbow. And though he was 
successful in keeping back the groan, the 
girl saw his eyes grow narrow and the 
muscles of his jaw tense; and she gave a 
low cry of sympathy. But Manship waved 
aside the hands with which she offered to 
let him back again upon the pillow, and 
swung his feet down to the floor. 

The girl left him to fetch water from a 
sink in the adjoining room. 

(Turn to page 43] 
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“Arms and legs a bit bruised,” he re- 
ported with a bleak smile when she came 
back, “but apparently intact—likewise ribs. 
Guess that crack on the head was the 
worst after ail.” 

“And my fault. I had to—because they 
thought I was Angelo.” 

“Couldn’t know I'd take a tumble and 
hit my head on that blessed bed,” Rodney 
defended her. “Besides—I’d ’ve been dis- 
appointed, too—if you hadn’t played up, 
just then.” He gulped from the glass which 
she held to his lips, and felt better. “Sure 
you’re not Angelo?” he demanded, looking 
up. “If you’re Francesca, then I must be 
in Italy. How come?” 

“T can’t tell you now, 
I've been back almost a week. Every 
minute here is dangerous. Angelo is sure 
to learn Do you feel able to go?” 

“Do my best.” Rodney caught hold of 
the foot of the bed and pulled himself 
up to a standing position. For a moment 
he swayed with eyes shut, then steadied. 

“Where do we go from here?” 

With a quick gesture Francesca ex- 
tinguished the gas. Her hand found 
Rodney’s, and drew him through the dark- 
ness into the other room. Here the shape 
of a window was visible. The girl ran the 
shade up, and they looked out into a glim- 
mering well of night. Then she quietly 
raised the lower sash. The iron platform 
of a fire-escape ran level with the window- 
sill. 

“We can drop from this to the back- 
yard,” said the girl’s whisper; “then—I 
know a way. Think you can manage -—?” 

“I’m all right. Lead on.” 

The lithe body in man’s clothing slip- 
ped out upon the grating and vanished. 
Rodney followed less nimbly, breathing 
hard. There was one spot in his ribs 
where a particularly brutal kick had got 
home, the hurt of which was pure agony. 
Otherwise he felt more clear of head— 
though mystified no end. 

By means of a permanent iron ladder 
running through a break in the platform, 
they were able to let themselves down 
till, hanging by their hands from the lower- 
most rung, their feet were not far above 
the ground. But it was quite dark, and 
Rodney, who had no means of knowing 
how great the drop would be, was apreci- 
ably disappointed in the outcome, if more 
shaken up, even so, than he liked. 

The tenement yard was a simple black 
hole, and there was only a dull refraction 
from overhead to show the way. How- 
ever, Francesca seemed to be sure of her 
ground; and Rodney, clinging blindly to 
her hand, was led into another backyard, 
and then into another, and yet others. At 
length they dived through a dark malo- 
dorous basement and emerged—like swim- 
mers coming up for air—to the lights and 
comparative fragrance of an open street. 

Now the girl caught Rodney’s arm and 
hustled him relentlessly. Though she knew 
every uncalculated movement meant pain 
to him, there was no help for it. Her 
guarded murmur warned him that they 
must not think themselves safe anywhere in 
that quarter; every moment they were in 
danger of running into Angelo or some 
of his fellows. Rodney protested feebly, 
asking what of the police. To this Fran- 
.cesca replied with a short laugh; luck alone 
could save them, she asserted, a fair turn 
of luck that would enable them to make 
good their rendezvous with Marcella. That 
name Rodney repeated stupidly. With a 
hint of impatience Francesca replied that 
Marcella was the woman who had left the 
room shortly after he had regained con- 
sciousness: “I sent her to find a taxicab 
and have it waiting at a safe distance.” 

Marcella had not failed them. In the 
shadow of the Third Avenue elevated they 
came upon the vehicle. Marcella, who had 
been loitering in conversation with the 
driver, moved aside as Francesca conducted 
Rodney to the door, stopped, and held out 


there isn’t time. 





her hand with an admirably masculine 
gesture. 
“Well,” she said cheerfully, in the very 


voice of Angelo, “glad to ’ve seen you— 
and good night.” 

Rodney eyed her in completest 
plexity. “What—?” 

In a lowered voice the girl added almost 
angrily: “Don’t you see that lot watching 
us across the street? I don’t know who 
they are. Please go!” 

A glance confirmed the fact that they 
were favored with the inquisitive interest 
of a group of loafers in the doorway of a 
saloon on the opposite corner. 

But to Rodney it didn’t matter that 
they were observed; nothing mattered but 
the fact that the woman he loved, the 
woman whom he had believed to be many 
thousands of miles away, had strangely 
come back into his life, in the guise and 
garb of a handsome if dangerous young 
blackguard, and—having saved him from 
being beaten to death—was now coolly pro- 
posing to dismiss him with a handshake of 
everyday and to return, alone, to that 
deadly slum. 


per- 


“Are you mad?” he muttered. 

“T think you are,” she retorted in the 
same manner. “Haven’t you realized yet 
what danger—?” 

“If you must go back to—that—I go 
with you.” 

“How dare you interfere!” 

For a moment, braving the tempest of 
her eyes, he wondered if this might not be 
Angelo, after all ny 

“It’s no go,” he persisted doggedly. “I 
don’t leave you here.’ 

“Oh, well!”—the change of tone and 
manner was instantaneous and bewildering; 
and now again it was the voice of Angelo 
that carried clearly to the group across the 
way—*‘don’t mind if I do.” 

And with no more ado the girl swung 
open the door of the cab and climbed in. 
Rodney, delaying only to give the chauffeur 
the address of one of his clubs, followed— 
incidentally remarking that the woman 
Marcella had discreetly vanished. 


she blazed. 


UT the appearance of cheerful acqui- 

escence with which in the end Fran- 

cesca had given in to his insistence, 
lasted no longer than was needed to let 
Rodney shut the cab door and drop into 
the seat by her side. Then in the broken 
and fugitive illumination of the street lights 
he saw that her face was averted, revealing 
only the sweet round of her nearer cheek. 
She had drawn back into her corner, too, 
as if to get as far away from him as pos- 
sible, and a hand resting upon one trousered 
knee was clenched into a tight fist. 

“Francesca,” he uttered; but she paid 
no heed. 

He bent a little forward, to see her 
face. The mouth was sullen, the brows 
were level above eyes like sultry pools. 

“Francesca— !” 

Of a sudden she turned on him. “You 
have done your best to spoil everything! 
Now for pity’s sake let me think out, if I 
can, some way to make good the damage 
you've done!” 

“I! What have I done that any man 
in my position wouldn’t? Could I sneak 
off home and save my own skin and leave 
you to blunder madly back into the 
danger ?” 

“There was no danger,” 

He parrotted blankly: “No danger!” 

“For you, not for me. If you had gone 
when I begged you, nothing could have 
happened to me.” 

“But not five minutes ago you were 
telling me to expect a clash with Angelo 
at any minute—’ 

“Warning you, yes—not myself. 
have I to fear from that one?” 

“You know him better than I; but you 
can’t expect me to count on his never for- 
getting you’re his twin sister when you 
hound him the way you do—” 

“Hound him?” 

“With your vows pf vengeance upon 
the heads of those who were responsible 
for your father’s death. That’s what you're 
doing, isn’t it? That’s why you’re come 
back to America without letting anybody 
know, and buried yourself in that unholy 
tenement district, isn’t it?” 

“You seem to believe it was Angelo—” 

“T’ve nothing to go on but suspicions 
you yourself put into my head.” 

“I’m not sure. I don’t know. No mat- 
ter what may seem suspicious, I can’t be- 
lieve my own brother, my father’s son—” 

“Still, you won’t rest till you know 
the truth.” 

“No.” 

“And if it should turn out that it was 
Angelo Ag 

After a moment she 
“Please don’t ask me.” 

“Very well; but in that case, don’t you 
ask me to believe you’d show him any 
mercy, or that he’d expect any at your 
hands.” 

The girl maintained an obdurate silence. 

“Francesca: give up this mad adven- 
ture!” 

“You don’t know what you are asking.” 

“I’m asking you to come to your senses” 
—she laughed scornfully at this—“not to 
go on risking your life for a wild dream 
of revenge that would turn to ashes in 
your grasp if you should ever realize it.” 

“Tt’s my life—” 

“Not altogether: it’s mine as well. 
You're life to me—and everything else— 
because I love you.” 

She turned her face fully to him; but 
though all his heart was in the eyes with 
which he searched, he could read nothing 
in her look, guess nothing of her mind 
from the shadowy and enigmatic counte- 
nance she showed in that fitful play of light 
and shade. 

In a voice of reproach she cried: “Oh, 
why did you say that?” 

“Forgive me. You’ve known it for a 
long time—that I loved you—and so have 
I, ever since I first saw you.” 

“You shouldn’t have said it—” 

“Why not? It’s true, it’s the reason 
why I can’t help but worry and pray for 

[Turn to page 46] 


the girl snapped 


What 


said shortly: 





























































Make that 


dream come true 


HAT woman lives who has not at some 

time enjoyed the vision of herself a 
bride. For many the dream has been fulfilled. 
Don’t allow a bad complexion to place you 
among the others! 
































































Your beauty of feature, becoming dress, 
graceful bearing, keen wit, can be completely 
overshadowed by a blotchy or otherwise unat- 
tractive skin. But there is no excuse for sub- 
mission to such a condition, when to correct it 
is so easy. 





Usually all that nature requires to make a 
clear pleasing complexion is right living—and 
—proper, regular cleansing of the skin. It is 
this knowledge that has made Resinol Soap a 
favorite in thousands of homes where it is now 
in daily use. 


Resinol Soap claims no miraculous healing 
powers—it is an exquisitely pure toilet soap 
which helps to produce healthy, radiant skins 
through the Resinol it contains and its unusu- 
ally cleansing qualities. 


If you are neglected and humiliated because 
of a red, oily or otherwise repellent skin, be- 
gin today the following treatment :— 


Gently work the profuse foamy lather of Resinol 
Soap well into the pores with the finger tips. It 
rinses easily and completely with a little clear warm 
water. A dash of cold water to close the pores com- 
pletes the treatment. Now see how velvety your skin 
looks and feels—how invigorated it is—and what a 
delicate glow it has. These are only the first happy 
effects of this delightful toilet soap. 


You women already married, who are often too busy with household 
duties to think much about your skin, will find it automatica‘ly taken care 
of if you adopt Resinol Soap for your toilet and bath. At all drug and toilet 
goods counters. May we send you a free trial? Write now. Dept. 3-A, 
Resinol, Baltimore, Md. 
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JOHN SON’S POLISHING WAX 


Paste -Liquid - Powdered 


VERY room needs the brightening touch of 


Johnson’s Polishing Wax. It will rejuvenate 


your furniture, woodwork, floors and linoleum, 


and give your home an air of immaculate clean- 
beautiful, 


lustrous polish 


liness. It imparts a 


which will not show finger prints. 


Your linoleum will last 
longer and look better if 
you polish it occasionall) 
with Johnson's Prepared 
Wax. Johnson’s Wax pre- 
vents cracking and blister- 
ing—brings out the pattern 
and color and _ protects 
linoleum from we.r 








Johnson’s Liquid Prepared 
Wax is the ideal furniture 


polish. It gives a hard, 
dry, oil-less polish to which 
dust and lint cannot cling. 
Takes all the drudgery from 
dusting. Protects and pre- 
serves the varnish, prolong- 
ing its life. 


Are You Building? 


If vou are building or remodeling you should have our 
Book on Wood Finishing and Home Beautifying. It tells 
how to finish inexpensive soft woods so that they are as 
beautiful and artistic as hardwood—includes color charts, 
gives covering capacities, etc. We will gladly send it 
free and postpaid for the name of the painter you usually 
employ. 


INSIST UPON JOHNSON’S POLISHING WAX—THERE IS NO SUBSTITUTE 


S. C. JOHNSON & SON, Dept. Mc 12, Racine, Wis. 


“The Wood Finishing Authorities ’’ 
(BRANTFORD AND MONTREAL—CANADA) 


$100 For 


Your Bazaar 


When will your Bazaar or Fair be 
held this season? McCall’s has a 
special Bazaar Plan by which you 
can obtain a profit of $100 or even 
more from one booth. 














Church organizations and societies which 
are planning Bazaars should get com- 
plete information about this at once. 
There is no investment or obligation 
of any kind to you or your church. 


a Send for Facts Today 


>> 
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: Bazacr Dept. McCall's Magazine, 250 W. 37th St., N. Y. 
‘ Please tell me about your $100.00 Bazaar Plan 
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4 tame ° . ° . eee eee eee eee eee ee. 
‘ 
' Local 
More than 5@0 churches ' OE ORIN oe NT Pe ee Oe ea 
operated successful 
booths under the McCall ' City and 
Bazaar Plan last year t it. 
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' 
PRICE LIST OF NEW McCALL PATTERNS 


Leading dealers nearly everywhere sell McCall Patterns. If you find that you can't secure 
them, write to The McCall Company, 232-250 West 37th Street, New York City, or to the 
nearest Branch Office. stating number and size desired and enclosing the price stated here- 


under in stamps or money order Branch Offices, 208-12 S. Jefferson St., Chicago, Ill., 140 
Second St., San Francisco, Cal., 82 N. Pryor St., Atlanta, Ga., 70 Bond St., Toronto, Canada. 
No. Cts.! No. Cts./ N Cts. No. Cts.| No. Cts.! No. Cts./ No. Cts.| No. Cts.| No. Cts. 
2850 2865 2880 2895 }} 2910 25 | 2924 35 | 2938 45/2952 25 | 2966 45 
2851 2866 2881 2896 2911 25 | 2925 45 | 2939 45 | 2953 30 | 2967 25 
2852 4 2867 2882 2897 2912 25) 2926 30/2940 45/2954 45/2968 40 
2853 4 2868 2883 4 2898 4 2913 2927 40) 2941 45/2955 45)2969 40 
2854 ; 2869 2884 ; 2899 0 2914 )} 2928 45 | 2942 $5 | 2956 45) 2970 30 
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VE AND TWO OUNCE BA: , READY FOR THE NEEDLE, NO WINDING 


120 Colors. Eight Different Qualities 


Heather Mixtures, Germantown Zephyrs, Shetland Floss, Scotch Worsted, Radiant Iceland, Silk Shetland, 
Slik Worsted, Spanish Sock Yarn 


Send for Free Color Card and Leaflets of Latest Styles with Knitting Instructions 
BEACON WORSTED CO., Dept. A, 112-114 East 19th Street, New York 
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My Own Fireplace 


It Is the True Center of the Room 


By Ruby Ross Goodnow 


ROOM without a fireplace is not as 
A comfortless as a room without win- 
dows, but it is incomplete, no mat- 
ter how many of the requirements 
of living it may fulfill, One of the most 
natural impulses is to follow warmth or 
the suggestion of warmth. A room with 
an inviting fireplace is a point of welcome. 
With its mantel, its over-mantel, its in- 
viting group of chairs and sofas, the fire- 
place is invariably the most interesting.spot 
in the room. 

If there is a fireplace in the hall, it may 
have a very formal treatment, because un- 
less the hall is also a living-room one is 
not likely to linger there. If the hall is of 
the English sort, a combination of living- 
room and passage, then it may have large 
comfortable chairs and sofas. The fire- 
place surroundings may be arranged for 
welcome and comfort. But if it is a mere 
passageway, the fireplace will rarely be 
used and it does not need any furniture 
round it. The picture or mirror hanging 
above the mantel should be of the very 
best quality and whatever objects used on 
the mantel should be severely simple. In 
one hall which had a plain black marble 
mantel we used a bronze bust in the center 
and a pair of Etruscan urns at the ends. 
As the ceiling was low we did not use a 
picture or a mirror. 

A good clock with a pair of candelabra 
at the ends is an excellent furnishing for 
a hall mantel. A landscape painting seems 
particularly suitable for an over-mantel of 
the hall in which there are no other paint- 
ings. The English have a custom of hang- 
ing their family portraits in the hall, but 
that hall is usually a great room leading 
into various other rooms. 

In formal rooms, such as drawing-rooms 
and dining-rooms, the mantel decorations 
should be kept severely simple, and in keep- 


ing with the architectural feeling of the 
room. In the dining-room, for instance, 
one does not group comfortable chairs. 


Here the fireplace should be kept free of 
furniture, so that one may look into the 
warmth of its piled coals, or delight in the 
crackle of its logs. The living-room fire- 
place is the real heart of the house. Here we 
gather for’ a good talk 
if we are grown-up; for 
fairy tales, if we are 
small. Here we gravi- 
tate naturally, and here 
we must find content 
In many new houses 
there is an abominable 
custom of building the 
chimney between two 
French doors which 
open on to a sun-porch. 
This placing of the fire- 
place is unfortunate, 
for one feels always a 
possible draft, and 





placed. Bookcases have been built against 
the walls on each side of it, and the two 
softest, gayest chintz-covered chairs drawn 
up to face each other in front of it. Above 
the low, broad mantel hangs a decorative 
painting of a blackamoor leading a white 
horse, the only painting in the room. There 
are a pair of huge white jars always filled 
with a mass of laurel leaves, which are as 
much a part of the furniture as the chairs. 
When lilacs or apple blossoms are in bloom 
the laurel leaves give way to them, but 
most of the year they are dependable and 
decorative masses of green. 

Wherever a comfortable chair or sofa 
is placed near the fire, there should be a 
small table to hold smoking things, a book, 
or what not. And also wherever there is a 
comfortable place to sit there should be a 
reading lamp nearby. Then one’s comfort 
is complete. 


HERE there is a big fireplace there 
is nothing more delightful than to 
have a low fender-stool running 

around it. In an ordinary room this stool 
may be eight or ten inches high, built to 
fit around the rim of the hearth and 
covered with chintz. 

The living-room over-mantel space in- 
vites the most important picture you pos- 
sess. If you have no painting sufficiently 
important, a mirror set on the wall in a 


narrow molding is always good. If the 
mantel is low, the mirror will seem to 
increase the size of the room. Also, a 


large mirror charmingly reflects vases of 
flowers on the mantel shelf and frames 
delightful views of the far corners of the 
room. 

The center of the mantel shelf seems to 
belong by right divine to a good clock, but 
unless the clock is a very good one it is 
better to use something else. So many 
other objects are equally charming; a bust, 
a group of small porcelain figures, a fine 
old box, a silver or porcelain bowl—there 
are numerous single objects which are im- 
portant enough to put in the center of the 
mantel shelf. A clock is particularly suit- 
able for a drawing-room which is not so 
much used as the family sitting-room. One 
of the most beautiful 
drawing-rooms I know 
has an old French clock 
and a pair of vases of 
carved white jade and 
nothing more on the 
mantel. 

In the family sit- 
ting-room or the bed- 
rooms, a more intimate 
treatment of the man- 
tel is possible. 

Here the mantel 
should be low, and it 
mav hold intimate and 
personal objects. It may 
have a group of prints, 





privacy is gone forever. 

If your fireplace is 
square-set in the middle 
of a solid wall you are 
lucky because it is 
simple then to make 
the rest of the room 
lead to it. In my own 
living-room, pictured at 
the top of this page, 
the fireplace is so 





for instance, hanging 
over it, instead of one 
good mirror or paint- 
ing. 

Or, it may hold a col- 
lection of small por- 
celain birds, or dogs, or 
Staffordshire figures, 
without seeming 
crowded. 
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Feels and Looks Like a New Woman 


Amazing Discovery Enables Mrs. Denneny to Lose 10 
Pounds the Very First Week. She Has Lost 74 Pounds 
Already and Is Still Reducing. 
Exercise, Rolling, Painful Self-Denials or Discomforts. 


tried all kinds of anti-fat cures with- 

out success. Then one Sunday I saw 
your advertisement. It sounded so good 
that I sent for the course. | 

“The very first week I lost 10 pounds 
and kept reducing steadily. I lost 74 
pounds and am still reducing. My friends 
say that I already look 10 years younger. 

“Formerly I could not walk upstairs 
without feeling faint. But now I can 
RUN upstairs. Formerly I felt as if I 
were suffocating if I walked fast for 2 
blocks. But now I can walk a mile just 
as fast as I can go and without the least 
sign of suffocation. 

“T never felt better in my life. There 
is not a sign of my former indigestion 
now. I sleep like a rock. And I have a 
fine complexion now, whereas before, I 
was always bothered with pimples. 

“T have reduced my bust 7% inches, 
my waist 9 inches and my hips || inches. 


‘| WEIGHED 240 pounds. I had 


I even wear smaller shoes now. They 
were ‘sixes,’ now they are ‘fives.’ Mrs. 
Mary Denneny, 82 West 9th Street, 


Bayonne, N. J. 

Mrs. Denneny’s experience is but one 
of many similar ones. Within the last 
few months over 300,000 men and women 
have been shown how to reduce to normal 
weight and secure the slender, supple 
figures of youth by this pleasant method. 

The rate at which you lose your sur- 
plus flesh is absolutely under your own 
control. If you do not wish to lose flesh 
as rapidly as a pound a day or ten pounds 
a week, you can regulate this natural iaw 
so that your loss of flesh will be more 
gradual. 


Secure New Vigor Also 


This natural method also builds your 
health and gives you renewed vitality and 
energy. You obtain a clearer complex- 
ion, a brighter eye and a more elastic step. 


How Would You 
Like to Reduce to 
Your Ideal Figure? 


Loses 22 Pounds in 14 Days 


“I reduced from 175 pounds to 153 pounds (his 
normal weight) in two weeks. Before I started I 
was flabby and sick; had stomach trouble all the 
time. I feel wonderful now.” 
ime eel wonderful nov Ben Naddle, 


102 Fulton Street, New York City. 


Loses 13 Pounds in 8 Days 


“Hurrah! I’ve lost 13 pounds since last Mon- 
day. I feel better than I have for months.” 
Mrs. Geo. Guiterman, 
420 E. 66th St., New York City. 


Loses 28 Pounds in 30 Days 


“I found your method delightful. In just 30 
days I lest 28 pounds (8 pounds the first week). 
My general health has also been greatly bene- 


fited.” 
5 E. A. Kettle, 
225 W. 39th St., New York City. 

















No Drugs, Starving, 


,not be effaced. Your nerves 


Many write that they have been 
astounded at losing wrinkles 
which they had supposed could 


are improved and your sleep is 
more refreshing. You regain 
youthful vigor and spirit as 
well as a youthful form. 

And you obtain all this with- 
out any discomforts or self-de- 
nial. You make no change in 
your daily routine. You con- 
tinue to do the things you like 
and to eat the food you enjoy. 
In fact, far from giving up the 
pleasures of the table, you may 
even increase them. 


The Secret Explained 


Scientists have always real- 
ized that there was some natu- 
ral law on which the whole 
system of weight control wa 
based. But to discover this 
vital “law of food” had always 
baffled them. It remained for 
kugene Christian, the world- 
famous food specialist, to dis- 
cover the one safe, certain and easily 
followed method of regaining normal, 
healthful weight. He discovered that 
certain foods when eaten together take 
off weight instead of adding to it. 
Certain combinations cause fat, others 
consume fat. For instance, if you eat cer- 
tain foods at the same meal, they are con- 
verted into excess fat. But eat these same 
foods at different times and they will be 
converted into blood and muscle. Then 
the excess fat you already have is used up. 
There is nothing complicated and noth- 
ing hard to understand. It is simply a 
matter of learning how to combine your 
food properly, and this is easily done. 

This method even permits you to eat many deli- 
cious foods which you may now be denying yourself, 
For you can arrange your meals so that these del- 
icacies will no longer be fattening. 


10 Days Trial—Send No Money 


Eugene Christian has incorporated his remark- 
able secret of weight control into a course called 
“Weight Control—the Basis of Health.” Lessons 
one and two show you how to reduce slowly; the 
others show how to reduce more rapidly. To make 
it possible for everyone to profit by this discovery 
he offers to send the complete course on 10 days 
trial to any one sending in the coupon. 

If you act quickly you can take advantage of a 
special reduced price offer that is being made for a 
short time only. All you need to do is to mail the 
coupon—or write a letter or postcard if you prefer— 
without sending a penny, and the course will be sent 
you at once, IN PLAIN WRAPPER. 

When it arrives pay the postman the special price 
of only $1.97 (plus the few cents postage) and the 
course is yours. The regular price of the course is 
$3.50, but $1.97 is all you have to pay while this 
special offer is in existence. There are no further 
payments. But if you are not thoroughly pleased 
after a 10-day test of this method you may return 
the course and your money will be refunded in- 
stantly. (If more convenient you may remit with 
the coupon, hut this is not necessary.) 





Mrs. Mary J. Denneny, of 82 W. 9th St., Bayonne, 
N. J., before and after losing 74 pounds by this 


wonderful method. She also banished nervous- 
ness, weakness, insomnia and digestive disorders. 
Her complexion improved wonderfully. She is 
still reducing and will continue to do so until 
she reaches her normal, ideal weight. 


Our liberal guarantee protects you. Either you 
experience in 10 days such a wonderful reduction in 
weight and such a wonderful gain in health that you 
wish to continue this simple, easy, delightful method 
or else you return the course and your money is re- 
funded without question. 


Don’t delay. This special price a 
may soon be withdrawn. If you Postage 
act at once you gain a valuable 

secret of health, beautv and normal weight that will 


be of priceless value to you throughout your life. 


Mail the coupon NOW. 








CORRECTIVE EATING SOCIETY 
Dept. W-22312 


47 W. 16th St., New York City 


If you prefer, you may copy wording of coupon 
in a letter or on postcard. 


CORRECTIVE EATING SOCIETY, 
Dept. W-22312, 47 W. 16th St., New York City 
Without money in advance you may send me, in plain 
wrapper, Eugene Christian’s $3. 50 Course on “Weight 
Control—The Basis of Health.” When it is in my hands 
I will pay the postman only $1.97 (plus the few cents 
postage) in full payment, and there are to be no further 
payments at any time. Although I am benefiting by this 
special reduced price, I retain the privilege of returning 
this course within 10 days, and having my money refunded 
if I am not surprised and pleased with the “wonderful 


results. I am to be the sole judge. 

DN is thio eo 00k e's dng one? vtec see nseeneeereeeeeesees 
(Please write plainly) 

Set BEES ee PEEPS CUP OR EET TC ee Pe ee 

iss au hehe hie scan een eear Ae POPe 


Price outside U. S $2.ts. Cash with order 
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Dal} [lappy 
Christmas Day 


A real Bissell’s for Mother 
A toy Bissell’s for Mary 


HREE generations of housewives have 
swept with Bissell's, using more than all 
other makes combined. Sweepers are not, as 
many suppose, all alike. For instance, only 
Bissell’s has the famous “Cyco” principle, 
which always brings the brush in correct con 
tact with rug or carpet, giving longer wear, 
more thorough sweeping, smoother operation. 
Even where there is an electric cleaner for 
cleaning, the modern home still demands 
Bissell’s sweeper for sweeping. Bissell's makes a 
Christmas gift of genuine utility, spread over 
every day in the year, usually lasting 12 years. 


BISSELL’S 


“Cyco” Ball Bearing 


Carpet Sweeper 


$5 to $7.50 (other models for less) 


Play size Bissell’s—that really sweep—make 
delightful gifts for little girls and teach tidy 
habits. At a quarter and up. All Bissell’s 
a little more in some sections. 


BISSELL CARPET SWEEPER CoO. 
220 Erie Street, Grand Rapids, Mich. 


Oldest and Largest Sweeper Makera 


EARN MONEY AT HOME 








By coloring and selling our line of black and white greet- 
ing Cards and Folders Beautiful designs ascinating 
work Big profits, Our 1992 Christmas and everyday line 


ts instovk. Our Ulustrated Catalog “Pieasant Pawes 
all information. It's free. Or send $1.00 for sample box 


of cards and folders When « lreta 


Little Art Shop, Inc., 608 F St., N. W. Washington, D.C. 


slored wil 


LEAKN OUR COM 
PLETE COU KSB IN SHORT 





and typewriting by mai 
A standard typewriter with the cours« 
About usual cost Easy l’ayments 
and guar 










rives 


for $4.50, 





Write for plan antee 
WILE Co. 7 NORTH ST... ROCHESTER. N. Y. 

















VaudevilleActs 

How to Stage a Play 
and Revues, Min- ake-up Goods 
stre! Opening Choruses, Darky Plays. Catalog FREE 
v.s. pent & CO., 623 So. Wabash, Dept. 36 CHICAGO 


Dialogs, Monologs, | 
Musical Comedies 


20c a Day 


for this 


Beautiful 
QUEEN ANNE DRESSER 


Choice of Mahogany or Walnut. Full length mirror 
Other pieces of suite to matct This Dresser and | 200 
other attractive Furnishings all offered on easy monthly 
payments. Ask today for our latest, big FREE, 104 
page Larkin Book of Better Homes. <A real guide as 
thousands of home-lovers testify. Check below offer 
interested in. 


Lower Prices Now On 
= Furnishings | Symphonic Pianos 
Symphonic Symphonola 


Player Pianos honographs 
(Check offer and mail ad Today 





1 to 4 Years’ Time to Pay 


this g 
ess NOW tor I 


Letthttt C2 tac. 
Desk FMcM-1222 BUFFALO, N.Y. Peoria & Chicago, Ill. 
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Double Doom 
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[Continued } 


you—why I must reason with you, though 
it make you angry 

“I am not angry,” she said, and put 
forth a hand to rest upon the back of his 


“IT was vexed, a little, because I saw my 
plans going wrong; though all along I 
knew it wasn’t your fault, and that you 


couldn’t be reasonable, let me have my own 
way without dispute—you being you and, 


as you say, in love with me. Forgive me 
my ill temper—Rodney—and don’t think 
for a moment I don’t know what honor 


have done me.” 

“But it is you who do me an 
when you let me love you.” 

For the first time in this talk she smiled, 
a little shyly, wistfully 

“Why, I’m afraid I can’t stop you—can 
I? If I could, I suppose I ought to. At 
least, I shouldn’t encourage you.” 

“Meaning,” he said brokenly, “there’s no 
hope for me?” 
“Meaning I 


you 
honor 


have no right to encourage 


any man to care for me, so long as my 
mind is—as it is. I suppose an avenging 
Nemesis’—she smiled again—“isn’t in the 


right way of living to have a sweetheart 

is she ?—the life work of a conscientious 
Nemesis being an extra hazardous occupa 
tion and making her a poor risk either as 
an insurance or a matrimonial! prospect.” 

“T love you,’ he groaned, “and you 
laugh at me!” 

“No, Rodney; I’m not 
trying to smile a little, to 
tears. You see, you—you've 
happy I rather want to cry.” 

Rodney sat up suddenly, but she drew 
away her hand and shrank back into her 
corner with a gesture of pleading 

“You care—whether I love you or not?” 
he cried incredulously 

She nodded with starry “It’s 
very sweet to be loved by a man one can 
like and respect,”’ she said. “Yes, my dear, 
I care—too much, perhaps, for my own 
peace of mind—not enough, perhaps, to 
make you as happy as you deserve—but 
enough, at least, to beg a great favor of 
you, and to make you a promise in return.” 

“Tell me 7 

“Promise not to make love to me again 
till I give you leave.” 

“How can you ask that? 
promise “ai 

“Perhaps it won't be long, Rodney; only 
until I’m free to answer you. That’s what 
I promise you in return—not to keep you 
waiting.” 

“Free? How are you bound?” 

“By my vow to my dead father. When 
I promised to find his murderers, I promised 
not to love till I had done so.” Rodney 
uttered an inarticulate sound of expostula 
tion. “No,” she insisted, “but I had to 
You see, even then I know there was danger 
I might let myself be weakened from my 
purpose. Even now I am forgetting.” She 
leaned forward to peer out of the window 

Some time since the cab had turned 
downtown on Fifth Avenue. The dark 
bulk of the Metropolitan Museum by night 
was now some distance ahead on their right 
rhe girl nodded thoughtfully at sight of it 

“And now I want you to be generous 
to me again, Rodney. I want you to drop 
me in front of the Metropolitan. I can get 
another taxi there.” 

“But why?” 

“Two reasons: I don’t trust this driver 
It was a risk I had to run, to let Marcella 
pick up the first she could find. You told 
him to drive to your club. You can dis 
charge him there and go on to your rooms 
But I don’t want him to know where I go 
I shan’t be much more than an hour. Then 
I will meet you and tell you everything 
all that has seemed so mystifying-to you 
Isn't that more than a fair bargain?” 


laughing, just 
wink back the 
made me so 


eyes 


How can I 


“If I could trust you to take care of 
vourself !’ 

“Why, don't you think I’ve proved I 
can? Besides, in the end, you'll have to, 
you know.” She laughed a little, not de 


fiantly, but with a note of fondness. “You 
can’t kidnap me. It isn’t being done this 
season.” 

She tapped sharply on the glass behind 
the silhouetted head and shoulders of the 
driver. The taxi swerved immediately to- 
ward the curb 

“Where will you meet me, then?” Rod- 
ney demanded, outwitted and grasping at 
straws 

“You'll be home in the 
hour?” It was the voice of Angelo again 
is the cab stopped and she jumped out 
“['ll give you a ring and make a date.” 


course of an 


T was long after midnight before Rodney's 
| aggravation of anxiety was re 

lieved by a brisk thrill of the doorbell 
heralding the introduction to his living-room 
of a devil-may-care young chap, with a golf 
cap down over one eye, a cigarette droop 
ing from the underlip, the easy slouch of a 
thorough man of the underworld, and a 
notable irradiation of self-complacence. An 
apparition so foreign to those disastrous 
shapes with which Rodney’s forebodings 
had been peopled that he was stricken mo- 


steady 


f 


r 
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mentarily dumb and stood agape like a 
half-wit, still holding open the hall door. 

Remarking this oversight, his caller 
gently disengaged the knob from Rodney’s 
grasp, closed the door, and made sure of 
its patent lock. 

“Good of you to sit up so late for me, 
old thing,” said the voice of Angelo as it 
must have been with those whom that one 
liked—if, indeed, one is warranted in as- 
suming he had ever liked anybody but him- 
celf. “Hope you haven’t minded. Any- 
how, it’s no good your getting smoky, be- 
cause I couldn’t help myself: business is 
business, you know.” The impudence of 
this address recollected Rodney’s wits from 
their wool-gathering. 

“You young imp!” he cried with a laugh 
that did not quite succeed in veneering 
indignation. His impulsive hands clipped 
the shoulders of that graceless, charming 


figure. “If I gave you half you deserve—!” 
“But you won't,” stated the voice of 
Francesca. “Please, Mr. Manship er 
With gentle dignity she freed her 


shoulders and turned away, removing the 
golf cap. 

“Oh, 
tritely. 

Instantly she gave him again her wist- 
ful and cajoling smile. 

“Tt’s all right, Rodney—all my fault. I 
shouldn’t have teased you so. But 
what’s the matter?” He was in a stare 
of horror 

“Your hair,” he groaned, “your beauti- 
ful hair!” 

With a rueful moue Francesca passed a 
hand over the closely cropped hair that so 
well revealed the fine formation of her head. 

“It is too bad,” she confessed. “But it 
had to be done, it would have been fatal 
otherwise 3 Never mind!” She 
chirked up in a twinkling. “I had a noble 
wig made out of my shorn sacrifice; and 
this will grow like mad, anyway, when I 
can let it.” But Rodney wagged a mourn 
ful head and would not be comforted. 

“It was criminal,” he insisted. “If you 
could go to such lengths as that, how can 
I hope that you will ever listen to me?” 

“Ah, but you are mistaken, and unfair, 
too!” She made a demure face. “Didn't I 
listen prettily to you in the cab tonight? 


I'm sorry!” Rodney cried con- 


And answer you back with almost un- 
maidenly directness, too? And all when I 
knew it was wrong, I had no right to! No, 


no!” With a hand of gay but firm denial 
she halted an impetuous movement toward 
her. “I’m not inviting a renewal of hos- 
tilities, sir—our armistice stands. O be 
kind to me, Rodney, be generous! You 
know from what happened tonight how 
hard it is for me, how weak I am and 
infirm of purpose—when it’s you!” Dis- 
armed, he shrugged in resignation. 

“Incorrigible !” 

“Besides,” Francesca told him in a flash 
of triumph, “it’s too late, dear friend. All 
the good will in the world could not save 
me now. This very night I have taken the 
final, fatal step, I’ve crossed my Rubicon; 
I too have ‘become initiate’ and ‘taken the 
vows,’ I’ve put myself on a plane of equality 
with Angelo; I’m his comrade now, and his 
peer; he can’t deny or dislodge me, he 
can’t breathe one little whisper to betray 
me except at peril of his life!” 

“Good Heavens!” Heedless of her pro 
hibition, Rodney covered in a stride the 
space between them and caught both her 
hands into his own agitated grasp. “What 
new insanity—?” 

“Only what I’ve been intending all 
along. I could have done nothing if I 
hadn't, my hands would have remained im- 
potent and my eyes blind. Don’t think 
I've gone to all this trouble for anything 
so childish as to play a game with Angelo 
or masquerade as him. It was graver busi- 
ness, Rodney But let me go. I 
promised to tell you everything; and so I 
will when you give me back my hands 
and let me make myself comfortable.” 

By this time Rodney knew his book 
too well to oppose her 

“As you will,” he 
“But I hardly need say 
about you.” 

“You are a dear; and I'd be an un- 
grateful wretch if I failed to keep my 
word. You shall know All, sir, but it’s an 
awfully long story and Please, Rod- 
ney, I’m frightfully hungry. Isn’t there 
some place near—?” 

“Quite near. You won't have to leave 
this room, in fact, if you'll be content with 
and sandwiches, things like that. 
you telephoned you'd be late, I 
this moment, so called up the 

had them send over a cold 


said, releasing her. 
I’m worried sick 


coffee 
When 
foresaw 
club and 
supper.” 

“You do think of everything—don’t 
you?” the girl cried, gazing enraptured upon 
the little table set for two which Rodney 
disclosed by folding back a screen. 

“Yes,” he admitted, with a becoming 
absence of false modesty, “I do. That is 
to say, I think all the time of you, and 
you're everything. . . .” 

[Continued in the January McCatu’s] 




















Beautiful 
New Gift Book 


of 170 pages. Showing thousands of 
gift suggestions at popular prices. 


225-B—Men’s Solid 
Green Gold, hand-en- 
graved, Signet Ring. 
Monogram engraved 
free. Price, $12.00 
sl 
] | 





206-B 


Ladies’ 


201-B— handsome Bag 
| Mahogany of finest qual- 
. nish Can- ity genuine Pin 
~ dle Sticks Seal, orna- 

with two mented with 


Cape Cod fancy nickel 
Bay berry border. Price, 
Candles $ 
Pair,$1.00 





Our new 1923 
Jewelry and Gift 
Book is now 





by ready. Just fill 
g in the coupon 
Tre below and mail 


it to us TODAY 
—the book will 


Nickel Silver 
Vanity with 


braided han- 

dle. Special come at once. 

value at $3.95 Absolute 
Satisfaction 
Guaranteed 


Every article is 
exactly as repre- 
sented. If for any 
reason you are 





not fully satis- 
138-B— fied with any 
Cake or purchase, return 


it and we will 
cheerfully refund 
your money. 

Send for YOUR 


249-B—2-carat I c e - 
size 7-Diamond cream 
Solitaire Clus- Server 
ter in White with 
Gold Setting. Sterling 


Shank of 14-K. Silver FREE Copy 
Green Gold handle. One copy is being 
Price, $35.00 $1.00 held for you—mail 


the coupon NOW. 
BAIRD-NORTH CO. 
918 Broad St. 
Providence, R. I. 
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220-B—Sterling Silver 

Lingerie Clasps, with 

engine -turned design 
Pair, $0.35 


- 











236-B—Excellent value in 

a heavy weight Sterling 

Silver Teaspoon. Price, $0.95 
1% dozen at $5.50 


231-B Men’s 
Pocket Comb in 
Sterling Silver case 
with ring for at- 
taching to chain 





242-B — Child’s 
Cup in heavy 
quadruple silver 
plate. Price, 
$1.00 


> 








230:B—Waldemar Pocket 


Three letter mono- Knife with fancy engraved 
gram FREE. Price, mountings of Solid Gold 
$2.00 Two blades. Price, $2.00 





Special, 17-jewel Wrist Watch of 14-K. Solid 
White Gold, furnished in exquisitely engraved case, Plati- 
num finish dial and sapphire stem wind. Price, $25.00. 


234-B 


SSB eS SS SSS SF SSS SS SSS eS ee ee eee 
BAIRD-NORTH CO..918 BroadSt., Providence, R. I. 
Kindly send me my FREE copy of your beautiful 
new Gift Book. 


Name .. 


Address 
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Every Wife or Self-Supporting Girl Can Use Extra Money for Clothes. 


McCall’s Magazine for December, 1922 


Make Money at Home in 


Spare Time! 








Why 


Not Make It Yourself— Right at Home, This New Way? 


S the more-money problem worrying 

your? Does it seem as if the rent comes 

due oftener, that the children’s clothes 
wear out quicker, the family bills pile up 
higher than before? 


Does it seem as if the dollars simply 
will not stretch to meet the bills and still 
get the things you need and want? 

Think what it would mean, then, to be able to 
earn at home the extra amounts you need for the 
little luxuries you desire. Think of having always 
at hand a means of turning your spare hours into 
money ! 


If you are ambitious, if you want more money, 
if you have some spare time each week, plus the 
will-to-work and a degree of adaptability, you CAN 
turn your spare hours into dollars by knitting Olde 
Tyme All-Wool Socks at home on the Auto Knitter. 


Miss Eunice A. Fox, a New Hampshire woman 
who is the only support of her aged father, was 
becoming really alarmed about her financial affairs. 
Then an Auto Knitter advertisement showed her the 
way to make extra money without giving up her 
little Gift Shop business. Nearly five years ago she 
secured a machine, learned to use it and soon began 
to clear up the burdensome debts that had accumu- 
lated. She has used her Auto Knitter earnings to 
put electricity and new plumbing in her house and to 
paint and paper it; to pay a large doctor’s bill; to 
buy rugs; and to purchase necessary clothing for her 
father and herself. All with money earned in the 
privacy of her home, in spare time. 


Mrs. Banghman, a Kansas housewife, wanted to 
make extra dollars for some of the labor-saving home 
conveniences she had long wanted. When she heard 
of Auto Knitting she felt sure she had found the 
right way—and so it proved. After working with the 
machine about a year, Mrs. Banghman has realized 
many of her desires, among them a kitchen cabinet 
costing $60, an electric vacuum cleaner and a sewing 
machine motor. Her spare time work with the Auto 
Knitter paid for all of these, and in addition has 
brought her several hundred dollars in cash. 


Five years ago Mr. W. M. Irving, of Missouri, 
was having a hard time making both ends meet. 
Then he found out about the spare time money he 
could make with an Auto Knitter. He secured a 
machine and has used it regularly ever since to add 
to his income. Auto Knitting has enabled him to 
give his family many comforts and conveniences— 
such as a set of library furniture, a typewriter, cloth- 





ing and shoes. He has also used his earnings to 
make payments on the home where he now lives, 
and to build a satisfying bank account. 


These are but a few of the many people who are 
turning spare hours into cash with the Auto Knitter. 
Many workers whom we prefer to class as excep- 
tional report much larger earnings than those we 
mention. The earnings vary with the amount of 
time devoted to the work and the speed of the indi- 
vidual operator, but whether the amount be large 
or small it is most welcome and helps to make the 
lives of these workers easier and happier. 


Guaranteed Price for Standard 
Products 


You are given a Five Year Contract, guaran- 
teeing you a market for every pair of standard Olde 
Tyme Socks you produce, and fixing a definite price 
which you will be paid for your work in addition 
to which you will be furnished with yarn to replace, 
pound for pound, that which you send us in the form 
of socks. 

You can work as much as you please or as little 
as you please—and the standard product you com- 
plete can be disposed of promptly and profitably to 
the company. You are not compelled or obligated 
in any way to send any part or all of your work to 
the company unless you wish. You can make socks 
and sell them to your friends, neighbors and local 
trade. But if you prefer not to canvass or do any 
selling, then it is always your privilege to send your 
standard socks to us and receive our fixed rate of 
payment, together with replacement yarn. 


More Than $100,000.00 a Year 
Being Paid to Workers 


To workers who tre taking advantage of the 
Work Contract, we are now paying earnings at the 
rate of more than $100,000.00 per year. In addition 
to this, we are shipping workers more than $625,000 
worth of fine Olde Tyme Wool Yarn. 

From these workers, we are receiving Olde Tyme 
Wool Socks at the rate of more than a million pairs 
per year. This does not include the large numbers 
made by workers and sold to their own trade. This 
immense number of pairs are received at the factory, 
where they are sorted and shipped to more than 9,000 
dealers in all parts of the country, including depart- 
ment stores, men’s furnishers and general stores. 


Yet out of this large number of socks received, 
from novices as well as experts, from new workers 


as well as old, less than 5% have to be laid aside 
and returned as being below the standard set for 
Olde Tyme All-Wool Socks. 


Positive Proof of Success 


The large volume of socks received shows that 
Auto Knitting is not an exclusive accomplishment, 
confined to the abilities of the few, but a profitable 
home occupation that can be successfully entered by 
the average individual. 


Do You Want a Share of This Money? 


Would you like to receive checks in your mail, 
paying you for spare time effort at home? Would 
you like to have a portion of this money that is being 
paid to Auto Knitter workers? Would you like to 
be one of the successful Auto Knitter owners who 
have banished their more-money worries and who 
have always at hand a means of turning their spare 
moments into money? 


Send for Fact-Stories and 
Full Information 


If you have the slightest desire to earn more mon- 
ey—if you want to turn your spare hours into cash, 
then send the attached coupon today for full details 
of our offer, with stories of success telling what 
others have done and how you can get into the work. 

Don’t delay. Send the coupon today. Get the 
facts. Then decide for yourself. You do not want 
to postpone the day when you can have extra money 
—so don’t postpone sending the coupon. Make up 
your mind to let your own spare hours solve your 
money worries. Get the coupon in the mail this very 
day. 

THE AUTO KNITTER’ HOSIERY CO., Ine. 
Dept. 512 630-638 Genesee St., Buffalo, N. Y. 
2 eS SS SS SF SSS SSS SSS SCS SS SS SSS Se Se eee 
THE AUTO KNITTER HOSIERY CO,, Inc. 

Dept. 512, 630-638 Genesee St., Buffalo, N. Y. 


Send me full particulars about making money at home 
with the Auto Knitter. I enclose 2 cents pestage to cover 
cost of mailing, etc. It is understood that this does not 
obligate me in any way. 


McCall's 12-22 
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Laughingivien Says— 


“A few drops of old reliable Liquid Veneer on your dust cloth will bring to 
your piano, furniture, woodwork, that beautiful ‘new’ look so much admired. 


YAN NEARER 


softens the hard, gritty particles of dust as it picks them up. It feeds the surface 
and almost instantly all scratches, ‘smokiness’, fingermarks, disappear. It cleans 
as it polishes, leaving a dry, highly lustrous surface.” 


Price 30 Cents to $3.50. Aft all dealers 


FREE—Let Laughing Vivian send you a 
trial bottle of LIQUID VENEER MOP 
POLISH. Wonderful for use onany dust 
mop. It will give to your floors a beauti- 
ful, lasting polish. Simply send the 
coupon below. 


BUFFALO SPECIALTY COMPANY 
373 Ellicott St., Buffalo, N. Y. 








Laughing Vivian 
\N c/o BUFFALO SPECIALTY cet 


2 8 Seen os 373 Ellicott St., Buffalo, N. Y. 
AKES OLD 


Tangs NEW Please send me, absolutely FREE, a liberal trial bottle of 
) WwOO0w | Liquid Veneer Mop Polish. 


Wwooowona 





Name 


Address 
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Wil your boy 
remember this 
as the Christmas 
you gave him 
his Ingersoll? 











Models for men and women, boys and 
girls. Radiolite dials that tell time in 
the dark. Jeweled models in nickel and 
gold-filled cases. Prices $1.50 to $9.00. 
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Sing, Oh 


day in the whole year, and it is 

Christmas memories that we older 

ones treasure closely throughout life. 
Those memories constitute strong influence 
down all the years, softening and strength- 
ening, making our hearts more tender and 
our lives more noble. 

No day in the calendar is as rich in 
music as that same dear Christmas day, 
with its carols of the Christ child, of the 
Shepherds, of the Three Kings, and of the 
guiding star above the manger. From old, 
dim days lips have sung them on still 
Christmas Eves, and in the early, frosty 
sunlight of joyous Christmas mornings, 
making doubly sacred the sweet message of 
Hope and of Salvation that they bring. 

Music is far subtler 
than any spoken 


"7 children, Christmas is the dearest 


Sing, This 
Blessed Morn! 


By William 


Armstrong 


Upon A Midnight Clear,” “While Shep- 
herds Watched Their Flocks By Night.” 
There are many; all are beautiful. 

The joyousness of those carols that have 
come down to us, a joyousness that age 
cannot tarnish! Only a few of them have 
an underlying strain of sadness, forecasting 
that tragedy in store for the Babe of 
Bethlehem, a tragedy from which sprang 
our hope of Eternal Life. 

Some carols of the middle ages, like the 
old Breton ones, breathe a_ spirit so 
mystical, so unearthly, that the men who 
wrote them down must have heard the 
angels singing on a long-gone Christmas 
Eve. 

But the carols which I have named 
have outlived them all; we sang them as 

children, today we 
still hear children sing 





words, no matter how 
eloquent they may be. 
One bar of an old, 
loved melody lets 
loose a flood of emo- 
tions; in the instant 
that we hear it, a 
whole vista of pre- 
cious associations is 
unfolded to us. The 





them, just as did our 
grandparents and their 
grandparents before 
them. Alive with 
hearty cheer, they be- 
come Christmas Day 
expressed in melody. 
They conjure up 
wreaths and trees of 
evergreen, winter 





child lisping Christ- 
mas carols lays up 
unconsciously a store H 
of recollections that 
make vital, moral 
protecting power in 
years to come. 

What man and 
woman, no matter 


all later life; 


)W the triumphant old chorals 


and hymns 
time, loved in childhood, influence 
and how their 
majestic, joyous 
heard in every home, this Christ- 


mas, from the. records of our 


snows, holly, mistle- 
toe and the sweet joy 
of giving. 

Perhaps we do not 
realize it fully that 
Americans, regarded 
by the old world as 
lacking in poetic feel- 
ing, are building about 


of Christmas- 


music can be 


how far their feet talking machines, is told here. Christ-cas Dew a 
may have strayed : " 
from the straight In his recent book video | in any 


path, can hear the 
Christmas chimes peal 
o ut. triumphantly, 
“Oh, come all ye 
faithful!” and not re- 
member, “We sang 
that at home!” ‘That 
same man or woman 
may turn a deaf ear for 
to better counsel, but 
music cannot be shut 
out nor the memories 
aroused by it be 
stilled. 

What weary heart, 


heart. 





Romantic Norld of Mu 
Armstrong gives his personal re- 
collections of dear and lifelong 
friends, beginning 
Patti and ending with the latest 
“star,” Maria Jeritza. 


As Mr. Armstrong has known, 

thirty years, the world’s 
greatest singers, he is the better 
able to interpret understandingly 
and with tenderness, the place 
that Christmas song holds in the there is flung wide 


sand. The Christmas- 
trees set up in public 
squares in many cities, 
glowing with lights 
under a sky set thick 
with stars, make 
shrines for a multi- 
tude from every walk 
of life. As that multi- 
tude joins in a chorus, 
singing old hymns 
and Christmas carols, 


with Adelina 


above the noise of 
city streets a message 








no matter how deso- 

late, but will find 

strength and consolation to struggle on 
when, “Silent Night, Holy Night,” floats 
out in the dark, giving in words and 
melody its message of calming peace, a 
message sung unknowingly as a little child 
and, perhaps, first realized in meaning in 
that later hour of need. 

The mother guiding lovingly uncertain 
steps of little feet, cannot follow them 
presently when they stray from her into 
the great world. But she can give her 
child a guiding influence that will cling 
persistently—the songs of Christmas Day. 

The records of our talking machines 
have brought Christmas carols within reach 
of every home; in every home their message 
is the same; in every heart the influence 
of memories which they instill will be 
identical. The very joyousness of Christ- 
mas Day, with its spirit of love and of 
generous giving, helps to make carols and 
hymns stand out gloriously through happy 
associations. 

Every parent giving, with a parent’s 
devoted unselfishness, gifts that will delight 
little hearts, can add an eternal, ever-abid- 
ing gift by giving the children such records 
as “Silent Night, Holy Night,” “Rock of 
Ages,” “Nearer, My God, to Thee,” and 
in which all, young and old, may join in 
singing as part of a happy celebration be- 
fore the glowing Christmas-tree. 

There are loved carols, too, such as, “O 
Little Town of Bethlehem!” “It Came 


breathing the same 
spirit of Peace and 
Love brought into our world on that first 
Christmas Eve at Bethlehem. 

All this means a freshening of our 
hearts at a joyous season, and, I am quite 
sure, turns each singer’s thoughts to Home 
and the Love found there in childhood. 
Carols that are familiar spring to our lips 
as spontaneously as does the first prayer 
our dear mother taught us, and are forever 
grafted in our hearts. 

Christmas carols were, doubtless, first 
brought to America from England by the 
earliest settlers in Virginia for, of English 
birth, they sailed from a land where bands 
of singers in those days sang them from 
door to door, bringing to each household 
the season’s choral greetings, in memory of 
the angelic host. 

From distant Moravia, a little band of 
missionaries, brought Christmas carols to 
Bethlehem, Pennsylvania, where they cele- 
brated their first service on Christmas Eve 
long years ago. Ever since, their descend- 
ants have preserved those carols. On 
Christmas Eve they sing them in the streets 
and far into the night. Before dawn a 
quartette of trombones sends them pealing 
from the church belfry and wide out across 
the winter snow. 

The little Child is lying in the manger 
for those who sing the triumphant, grand 
old chorals and hymns. The glorious prom- 
ise, the Christmas joyousness that His ad- 
vent brought into the world are with them. 
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The Brunswick 
Phonograph Plays 
All Records 


Brunswick Records 
Play On All 
Phonographs @©B.BC.Co., 192? 


Why Great Artists Are 
Choosing Brunswick 
—exclusively 


Without exception the internation- 
ally acclaimed artists of the New 
Hall of Fame have chosen Bruns- 
wick for which to record exclusively 
—a tendency so marked in musical 
circles that Brunswick now is looked 
to for the premier recordings of 
the great artists of today. 


That is because, by means of exclu- 
sive methods of recording and re- 
producing, Brunswick brings pho- 
nographic music into the realms of 
higher musical expression. Bruns- 
wick records are known as the 
clearest in the world. A difference so 


amazing. 
‘Phonograph, pre- 
senting .. tl of reproduction 
obtainable in no other make of instru- 
ut, achieve é 1° of 
tain- 
hout 
‘ Rey ion, 
Eas will 


At 101 phic 












eAre you giving 
your (hildren all the 


advantages ¢ 





Because of financial restrictions, there 
may be some advantages which you can- 
not provide for your children. 


But a fundamental appreciation of good 
music is not one of them. And it, after all, 
is probably the greatest—the one advan- 
tage which reflects itself unmistakably as 
a mark of culture the world over. 


This offers you the opportunity to give it 
to your children on a common-sense plan. 
And at so trifling a cost you will scarcely 
note it. 
The New Hall of Fame 

World critics have recently acclaimed a 
New Hall of Fame — great concert and 
Operatic stars of today, succeeding those 
of yesterday. 


Their work represents the musical history 
of today. Foremost educators are urging sts 
importance as an educational influence in 
every home where there are children. 


Among their recordings are the world’s 
classics, rendered with the marvelous 
virility of interpretation which inspired 
great critics to acclaim them. 


Now we offer these master recordings on 
double-faced records—a radical departure 
from the old “single-face” celebrity rec- 
ords. Each record thus has two selections. 
And by such famous artists as Leopold 
Godowsky, Danise, Claire Dux, Huber- 
man, Elly Ney, Richard Strauss, Mario 
Chamiee, Florence Easton, Theo Karle, 
Williams, Tiffany and others—the great 
stars of today. 


The New Hall of Fame 
of Concert and Operatic Artists 


—a cultural influence, which, because 
of its trifling cost, no mother can afford 
to deny her children 


A representative record library — invalu- 
able from an educational standpoint—can 
be quickly and economically obtained in 
this way. A record or two every week and 
soon you will have one. 


It marks a first step in Brunswick’s nation- 
wide movement, in collaboration with 
foremost educators and authorities, to 
place best music within the reach of every 
American home. 


Where to Hear Them 


For detailed information and demonstra- 
tion, see your nearest Brunswick dealer. 


All these artists record exclusively for 
3runswick. And Brunswick records play 
on any phonograph. Hence, regardless of 
which make of phonograph you may have, 
you can bring the whole New Hall of 
Fame into your home. 


We urge you to obtain all the particulars 
without delay. Hear Godowsky’s amazing 
pianoforte rendition of Chopin’s “Polo- 
naise Militaire,” Huberman’s soul-inspir- 
ing “La Capricieuse.” 


Hear Florence Easton, Danise, Mario 
Chamlee, the three great stars of the 
Metropolitan Opera at their best—on the 
world’s clearest phonograph records. And 
let your children live with them, so that in 
later life they can take their place, with- 
out embarrassment, among people of broad 
culture. 


THE BRUNSWICK-BALKE-COLLENDER 'CO 


Established 1845 


CHICAGO NEW YORK 


CINCINNAT! TORONTO 








Wouldn’t you appreciate this Christmas gift? 


delicately perfumed, is a gift 
that remains useful, day 
after day, for months. And 
it is only $1—everywhere. 
Armand Cold Cream Powder 
in compacte form, in a trim, 
gold-lacquer box, is also $1. 


The Armand powders 
range in price from Armand 
Bouquet, a less dense pow- 
der, at 50c, to Armand 
Azotea, a wonderful powder 
of marvelous fragrance, at 
$10, in a beautiful pink-and- 
white silk-covered box. 


REN’T there a number of 
folks on your Christmas 

list that you’d like to remem- 
ber with a nice gift, yet one 
which is not too expensive? 
And wouldn’t you rather 
give them a really useful 
present than some little 
knick-knack, however pretty, 
that in a few days’ time will 
serve only as a dust catcher? 
A: dainty, little pink-and- 
white hat-box of genuine 
Armand Cold Cream Powder 
is a present that every wo- 
man will appreciate. This 
wonderfully adherent pow- 
der—so soft, so fine and so 


ARMAND—Des Moines 


AS LL 

‘- ARMAND 
COLD CREAM POWDER 
In The LITTLE ‘PINK & WHITE: BOXES 


You can get Armand at 
any good drug or depart- 
ment store. 














“Oh! — they look 


good enough to eat!” 





Write for the Dennison Christmas Book 


| 
(CCHRISTMAS gifts spread out be- 
| neath a gleaming tree on child- 
| hood’s happiest it i 
| 

| 





morning it is . 
Discover attractive ways to use 


the Dennison Christmas goods 
for your packages and for your 
home. It’s all in the Christmas 
Book. Also how to beautify a 
club-room, bazaar, church, or 
school-room. All for 10 cents. 


Dewnioon Manufacturing So, 


Dept. $12, Framingham, Mass. 


Please send me a copy of your Christ 
mas Book. Price 10 cents. 


almost a picture. 


Add to this the charm of tempting 
wrappings-—— crisp and gay with 
all the beauty and color of the day 

then you Aave a picture, and 
gifts that look ‘‘good enough to eat.” 


Wrap a package in bright red tissue; 
seal it with a lovely decorated 
gummed ribbon. Add a neat ad- 
dress tag and a tittle sprig of holly. 
Then look at the tempting gift you 
have created. 








Dennison Christmas goods are ar- 
; tistic and well made, the seals will 


always stick, and there is room for 


generous address on the tags. 


Name. 


Address. 









re eee 


a 





McCall's Magazine for December, 1922 





The Tyranny of 
Possessions 


[Continued from page 2] 


eggshell china tea set, having a history of 
three hundred years in one of the oldest 
homes in England, so delicate that the pink 
of the fingers shows through the trembling 
cups, exquisitely decorated with the sacred 
mountain, the balloon-breasted Mongolian 
pheasant, and darling little lovebirds of 
delicate greens and red in flight on the 
inside of the cups—the most exquisite 
china I ever have seen anywhere. And 
reinforcing this there is a list as long as 
my arm, of platters and trays and pitchers, 
all perfectly useless, all requiring time for 
their care, and of antique pewter and silver 
and brass that must be polished. 

What is to become of these things when 
I am gone I cannot say. Of course I ap- 
preciate the wonderful things that people 
give me, and I keep them and care for 
them. Some day they must go in a col- 
lection to some museum, but at the present 
minute they hold high hand over me. And 
I go on, each year putting in days of 
time spring and fall, carefully handling and 
preserving them, when I could be earning 
money of greater benefit to myself or my 
friends. 

This is the case with almost every 
woman with whom I am _ acquainted. 
Sometimes I feel that I should like to be a 
cyclone and blow with violence, first 
through my own home, and then through 
the homes of some of my friends, carrying 
away forever useless rugs, pictures, china, 
glass, and impedimenta of all sorts that are 
not* useful, not ornamental, and which add 
more burdens to the long list that may very 
aptly be described as “woman killers.” 

While this cyclone is raging I would 
like it to sweep out of homes the useless, 
highly ornate woodwork, the inlaid floors, 
and all the ridiculous stuff that gathers dust, 
that looks so badly if it is not immaculately 
kept, and makes so much unnecessary work 
in the keeping of it. 

And while I was blowing out useless 
things from homes already built I should 
like to go further and blow into the heads 
of people who are building, the idea, that 
what they put into a home when they 
build it gives them a life job of taking 
care of it afterward. I have noticed that 
there is a tendency among builders at 
present, probably on account of the grow- 
ing scarcity of rare woods, possibly as a 
protective measure for housekeepers, toward 
using a narrow, perfectly plain, metal 
molding decorated to fit the interior of 
the room. The magazines devoted to 
architecture are beginning to show such 
interiors, and they have a chaste, clean, 
appealing influence that is positively re- 
freshing. 

As I have previously admitted, I am 
an Ephraim joined to his idols. I can’t 
let mine go, but I have great admiration 
for the woman who can. Believe me, it is 
not necessary to be destructive. Those 
things that clutter up the average home 
and make it look more like a museum and 
give it more the atmosphere of a museum 
than of the cleanliness and rest of a home, 
could be used by extremely thankful hearts 
somewhere. There are just as many homes 
in the world too bare of ornamentation as 
there are homes having too much. A little 
searching around will acquaint any woman, 
whose possessions have become a burden to 
her, with friends and neighbors who would 
be unspeakably glad to have the unnecessary 
picture, the cases of china, the things that 
have become impedimenta rather than 
necessities. There are cold and shivering 
little children who would be unspeakably 
grateful for the clothing that can be made 
from tons of unused stuff hanging in cedar 
closets all over the country. 


Christmas on McCall Street 
[Continued from page 1] 


These stories and articles all will help 
to give to McCall’s the friendly, intimate 
spirit that the Editor is constantly en- 
deavoring to impress within the magazine’s 
covers, for he knows that, no matter what 
dazzling gifts are brought to McCall’s a 
fine spirit, too, must reside in its pages if 
it is to fill completely its appointed mis- 
sion in the lives of those who dwell on 
McCall Street. 

And that is why McCall’s has chosen for 
its columns the particular authors herein 
presented—because they all write not 
merely for the sake of telling a story but 
also because they feel they have a message 
in their hearts for mankind—a message that 
will bring cheer and good will to our 
readers in each of the coming twelve 
months. These are, we feel, all authors for 
whom the spirit that manifests itself at 
Christmas is a constant inspiration and 
about whom it may be truly said that it is— 

“Not what we give but what we share, 

For the gift without the giver is bare.” 
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New Liquid Discovery Quickly 
Gives You a Wealth of Soft, 
Glistening Curly Hair 


No longer need you envy the girl with 
beautiful wavy hair. For beauty experts have 
at last found a new harmless liquid, which 
gives even the most stubborn hair a wonder- 
fully natural waviness and curliness, 


This new liquid makes your hair fall in 
soft, fluffy waves and silky curls, It adds a 
wonderful new charm, youthfulness and beauty 
to your appearance. No fuss—no bother. 
Simply moisten the hair with a few drops of 
this wonderful new liquid, called Domino 
Curling Fluid. One application will keep 
your hair wavy and in curl usually for a 
week or more. Why ruin your hair with hot 
irons, or pay big fees to hair-dressers? Try 
this new harmless method, and see if your 
friends aren’t amazed at the wonderful im- 
provement in your appearance. 


Send No Money 


The regular price of Domino Curling Fluid 
is $2.50 a bottle. ut on this aatet intro- 
ductory offer we will send you a full size 
bottle for only $1.45, plus a few cents post- 
age. Send no money—just the coupon, Pay 
the postman on arrival. Then, if not per- 
fectly satisfied with results, simply return it 
and your money will be instantly refunded. 
Mail coupon now, before this special offer is 
withdrawn. 
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Territory is « en w women 
for a new invention, endorsed 
by doctors and nurses. Only 
thing of its kind. Patent- 


day. Make $20.00 a 
day. No investment or 
experience. § or 
full time. , Instructions 
and particulars free. 
Write while 
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The Children’s Christmas Candy 


By May B. Van Arsdale, Day Monroe and Mary I. Barber 


Department Foods and Cookery, Teachers College, Columbia University 


ANTA CLAUS knows that there 
S must be candy for Christmas, se he 

has always carried his heavy pack 

bountifully filled with sweets in 
order to have enough to go around. But 
now that children want such large toys as 
radios, airships and autos, they may have 
tc help lighten his load by making some 
of the candy themselves 

Why not let them begin ahead of 
time and have just as much fun getting 
ready for Christmas as they will have 
afterward enjoying their gifts? 

The simplest recipes suitable for chil 
dren can be transformed into “Christ 
massy” sweets as fascinating as any you 
can buy Taffies, lollypops, decorated 
patties and coated marshmallows can be 
glorified by a few artistic touclies. The 
candies which will keep, such as “the 
Mallow family,” fondants and fruit balls, 


can be finished a week or more before 
the rush 

Have you ever met Mr. and Mrs 
Mallow and their son Marsh? Mr. Mal- 


low is a dignified gentleman, made out of 
three marshmallows fastened together with 
tooth picks. The first is cut to form his 
head and hat, and the small pieces taken 
off are used for his arms. The second 
makes his body and the third is cut for 
trousers. Nuts form his feet and his coat 
is fastened with buttons of small candies 
His features may 
be etched with melted chocolate or out- 
lined with tiny candies, currants or nuts. 
Since Marsh is still very young, only two 
pieces of candy are used for him, and 
Mrs. Mallow may be made to look very 
chic in a tam-o’-shanter, and a dress cut 
to give her slender lines. Why don’t you 
have them spend Christmas with you? 


or drops of chocolate 


RUIT balls are among the satisfactory 
confections for children because they 
are not too sweet and they can be 
varied in so many interesting ways. The 
paste for the balls is made by putting 
through the food chopper 1 2-3 cups of 
dates, the same measure of prunes and 
raisins, 4% cup of figs and 1 cup of 
browned pecans or other nuts. Add to 
this the juice and the grated rind of half 
a lemon. Knead and form into balls 
The simplest way of finishing the balls 
is to roll them in granulated sugar. But 
more festive ones are made by dipping 
them into coating fondant and then roll 
ing them in coconut to form snowballs, 
in chopped, blanched pistachio nuts for 
Christmas green, or in chopped candied 
cherries for hoily red. They must be 
rolled in the nuts or coco 
nut as soon as they are 
taken from the coating 
fondant so that the nuts 
will stick Colored sugar 
substituted for the chopped 
nuts adds brightness 
Raisins and dates, plain 


or stuffed with the fruit 
mixture, may be coated 
and rolled in this same 


way Patties, the size of 
dimes (though thicker 
may be made of the fruit 


paste and are as attractive 
as the balls. Two of these 
can be fondant coated, one 
rolled in red sugar and the 


other in nuts, and stuck 
together 
White taffy can be 


given the red and green 
Christmas colors by pull 


ing into it chopped 
blanched pistachio nuts 
and candied cherries. Large 


fondant patties can be 
decorated with wreaths, 
wee Christmas trees or 
conventional designs. For 
these, candied cherries, 
angelica or pistachio nuts, 
tiny candies or colored 
sugar may be used 
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Glorified lollypops in festive dress of Christmas red and green 


Do you know a child who does not 
thrill at the suggestion of a lollypop? 
The plain lump of colored candy on a 
stick will be even more alluring if it is 
shaped as a butterfly, fish, rabbit or 
chicken. This can 
be done by pour- 


A 


Remove from the fire, add the flavor- 
ing and the coloring, stirring as little as 
possible. If a coloring paste is used it 
should be dissolved in a few drops of 
cold water so that it will blend easily 

Pour into the 
greased molds 





ing the lollypop 


sirup into little 
molds. You may 
have some of 


these among 
your fancy cake- 
tins, but if not 
they can be pur- 
chased ‘rom a 
hardware store 


McCall's 


to treat 


LOLLYPOPS here. 
1 cup sugar 
4% cup light corn 
sirup 
; cup water 
8 drops oil of cin 
hamon 


Red coloring 


authors, 





O VASTLY popular was the 
article, written by Miss Van 
Arsdale and her associates, for 
Christmas 
year, that they have consented 
another 
subject this Christmastide. 
making of tafhes, lollypops and 
candy patties is 
To know more of the full 
art of home candy-making, be 
sure to get the new book, “Our 
Candy Recipes,” 
recently published by 
Macmillan and Company. 


As soon as the 
lollypops begin 
to harden insert 
the sticks. These 
may be wooden 
skewers pur- 
chased from the 
butcher for large 
lollypops, or 
toothpicks for 
small ones. 

If the lolly- 
pops are to be 
hung on the 
Christmas tree, 
loops of white 
ribbon or silver 
cord may be 


issue last 


aspect of the 
The 


fully described 


by the 


same 








Put the sugar, 
corn sirup and 
water into a saucepan and cook, stirring 
until the sugar is dissolved. Continue 
cooking without stirring until the tem- 
perature 310 degrees Fahrenheit is reached 
(very brittle in cold water). Occasionally 
wash sides of saucepan to dislodge crystals. 
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pressed into the 
hardening candy 

The lollypops should be taken from 
the pans before they are completely cold 
because as they cool they become very 
brittle and are apt to break. 

If you cannot buy colored sugar at 
your grocery store, you can easily make 
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Patties, decorated with chopped pistachio nuts; pulled candies—every kind of holiday delight 


AERA oy HHS EOS Lge BA RECAP 


it at home. Soften a small amount of 
coloring paste in as little cold water as 
possible—not more than a few drops. 
Add to % cup of sugar, rubbing with 
the tips of the fingers until all the sugar 
is colored. 


FONDANT COATING 


2 cups sugar 2 tablespoons light corn 
1 cup water sirup 
1 teaspoon glycerin 


Put the sugar, water and corn sirup 
into a saucepan and cook, stirring until 
the sugar is dissolved. Continue cooking 
without stirring, until the temperature 
236 degrees Fahrenheit is reached (a soft 
ball in cold water). During this cooking 
wash the sides of the saucepan occasion- 
ally with a wet cloth to remove any 
sugar crvstals. 

Remove the sirup from the fire, add 
the glvcerin and pour into a cold, damp 
platter. Cool to 110 degrees Fahrenheit 
(lukewarm), beat until thick and creamy 
and then take up in the hands and knead 
until smooth. This can be stored for a 
week or longer in a covered jar. 

When ready to use the fondant coat- 
ing put about one-third of it into a small 
container and heat over hot water. Dur- 
ing the heating stir enough to blend the 
mass thoroughly. As soon as the fondant 
is softened, coat the fruit balls, one at a 
time. Remove at once and drop on 
waxed paper to harden, or roll in nuts 
aus suggested above. 


FONDANT PATTIES 

Use the recipe for fondant coating, 
but cook the fondant to 238 degrees 
Fahrenheit instead of 236 degrees Fahren- 
heit. When beginning to beat, add any 
favoring and color desired. For molding 
the patties melt the fondant over hot 
water until soft enough to pour. Turn 
into slightly greased patty tins or muffin 
cups, making a layer of candy about %4 
of an inch thick. If the patties are to 
be decorated the designs must be pressed 
in before they harden. 


TAFFY 


14 cup light corn sirup 
1 teaspoon vanilla 


2 cups sugar 


% cup water 

Put the sugar, water and corn sirup 
into a saucepan and cook, stirring con- 
stantly until the sugar is dissolved. Con- 
tinue cooking, without stirring, until the 
temperature 268 degrees Fahrenheit is 
reached (a firm ball in cold water). Re- 


move from the fire and pour into a 
buttered pan. When cool enough to 
handle pour the vanilla 

into the center of the 

SREY candy, fold in the corners 
FI so that the flavoring will 


not be lost, and pull uatil 
‘ the taffy is white and firm. 
Cut into small pieces. 
For the Christmas taffy 
suggested above, add % 
cup candied cherries and 
4 cup blanched pistachio 
* nuts (cut in small pieces) 
during the last few minutes. 
The cooked taffy can 
be poured into three separ- 
ate pans, one-third made 
into Christmas taffy, one- 
third flavored with four 
drops of oil of cinnamon 
N and colored red, and the 
: last third flavored with 
two-thirds of a square of 
melted chocolate, added 
when the candy is poured 
out to cool. Remember 
when adding the coloring 
that the candy will look 
lighter after being pulled. 
The chocolate does not mix 
well with the candy until 
it is pulled. Do not stir 
the sirup when you add 
the chocolate, or the taffy 
may become sugary. 
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By Mrs. Knox 





What Are the Happiest 
Moments of Christmas? 


HRISTMAS cheer! The 

gifts, the tree, the Din- 
ner and the Candies. How 
we all strive for a touch 
of originality that will make 
the event more memorable for 
children as well as grown-ups. 


The Dinner DESSERT and 
the CANDY naturally go to- 
gether, and so I have given 
much thought to the creation 
of something new, delightful, 
and wholesome for these—the 
happiest moments of the year. 


First a plum pudding that is 
really wonderful and so easy 
to make. 


Chocolate Plum Pudding 


1 envelope Knox Sparkling Gelatine 

\% cup sliced citron or nuts, as preferred 

% cup cold water I cup sugar 

\ teaspoonful vanilla 1 cup seeded raisins 
¥, cup currants 1% squares chocolate 


1 pint milk _ Pinch salt 
\% cup dates or figs, if desired 
Soak gelatine’ in cold water five minutes. 


Put milk in double boiler, add melted choc- 
olate, and when scalding point is reached 
add sugar, salt and soaked gelatine. Remove 
from re and when mixture begins to 
thicken add vanilla, fruit and nut meats. 
Turn into large mold or fancy or plain in- 
dividual molds, first dipped in cold water, 
and chill, Remove to serving dish and 
garnish with holly. Serve with whipped 
cream, or witewel evaporated milk, sweet- 
ened, and flavored with vanilla. 


Next, something really delicious in 
CANDY that has the added charm 
of being homemade and so whole- 
some that the children may eat their 
full without a “don’t.” Put it in 
dainty boxes for Christmas gifts. 


Mother’s Christmas Dainties 


2 envelopes Knox Sparkling Gelatine 
4 cups granulated sugar - 
I cup cold water 1% cups boiling water 


Soak gelatine in the cold water ten minutes. 
Add the boiling water. When dissolved add 
sugar and boil slowly for 15 minutes. Di- 
vide inte two equal parts. hen somewhat 
cooled aid to one part 2 tablespoons lemon 
juice and one teaspoon lemon extract and 
coloring if desired. To the other part ada 
one teaspoon extract of cinnamon and color- 
ing. Pour into bread tins that have been 
dipped in cold water. Let stand over night. 

hen ready to turn out dip knife in cold 
water and run around edge of pan. Pull 
out with fingers and cut in squares. Roll 
in fine granulated or powdered sugar and 
let stand to crystallize. Vary by using dif- 
ferent flavors—orange, peppermint, etc., and 
colors, adding chopped nuts, dates or figs. 


Other Christmas Surprises—Free 


My books, “Dainty Desserts” and 
“Food Economy,” are full of origi- 
nal recipes for Christmas and every 
other day in the year. Mailed free 
if you send 4c to cover postage, 
and your grocer’s name. 


KNOX 


SPARKLING 


GELATINE 


108 Knox Avenue Johnstown, N.Y. 


“ALWAYS the HIGHEST QUALITY” 





Gelatine for 
general use. 





] Plain Sparkling 
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Three Wise Men 


[Continued from page 30] 


a bit off its base, was all this extraordinary 
sympathy between them a mere phantom 
=e too—the sort that dreams are made 
of? 

“Anything else, Madam?” the melan- 
choly waiter asked. 

“No; we don’t care for anything else,” 
said Milly. 

The waiter moved away. 

“Now, wasn’t all that wonderful!” said 
Milly, brightly reverting. 

“Milly,” said Balthazar at last, like a 
man still in a dream, “you left out some- 
thing. You meant you were going to buy 
those things for me.” 

She nodded, admitting it gladly. 

“Well”—he reached out a hand hesi- 
tatingly across the table—‘“well, you 
wouldn’t have been buying me shaving 
sticks and ties and things, unless—” 

The color flamed now into her cheeks; 
oh, in the old way, perfectly the old way. 

“Of course!” she laughed. 

The waiter came back. Balthazar be- 
came suddenly efficient. 

“Another glass of water,” he said. “This 
one has a speck in it.” 

The waiter concernedly carried the glass 
away, looking into it, holding it against 
the light, trying vainly but faithfully to 
find the speck. 

“Milly,” said Balthazar, “when are you 
going to marry me!” 

“Oh,” she said speculatively and not 
looking at him, but with her old whimsi- 
cality, at the ceiling, “Anytime! Only”— 
she brought her glance very prettily, and 
swiftly like a swallow, to his—“you won’t 
forget, there’s Peter!” 

“Peter! Well, I should say so. Of 
course. And by Jove, that reminds me!”— 
his eyes swept the clock on the wall—“you'll 
excuse me. I’ve got to phone.” 

There was a telephone near them. She 
heard him telephoning and could make noth- 
ing of it. Something about an appoint- 
ment that he couldn’t keep. Questions as 
to some sort of Christmas Eve adventure 
and evidently some references to a wager. 

“Oh, yes, it’s on me!” she heard him 
say, “and I’ve got the new adventure for 
you all right, that the wager calls for.” 

“What is the wager and what is the 
new adventure?” said Milly when he re- 
turned. 

“The adventure,” said Balthazar, “is 
Jenny and Jerry. I’ve got the two 
bachelors. I'll tell you about it later.” 

He paid the waiter and fished out a 
munificent Christmas tip, and really and 
accidentally, not designedly at all, he actu- 
ally did forget the turkey, while Milly 
busied her fingers prettily, pulling down a 
cobweb veil delicately over her chin and 
fastening it somehow at the back, with all 
those delicate gestures which women em- 
ploy. 

“Now let’s get out into Christmas Eve,” 
he said roundly, as the crisp air touched 
their faces. “And I ‘want to be led to 
Peter.” 

“Life really is wonderful, isn’t it!” said 
Milly. 

He felt the actual touch of her fingers 
on his bended arm and could not, for very 
marvelling, reply. 

He only nodded, delighted. The whirl- 
ing snowflakes caught on his eyelashes. He 
didn’t feel exactly like talking just then. 

“T’ll tell you what I think,” said Milly, 
with that little purling way she once had of 
going on over other peoples’ large and small 
silences, as water purls happily over stones 
or pebbles, “I think the reason that most 
people don’t know how truly wonderful 
life is, is that they are too much occupied 
with their own little affairs, like squirrels, 
you know, in cages, or like dervishes whirl- 
ing around on one spot. They never get 
the big sweep and swirl of life and of its 
perfectly wonderful possibilities. They 
haven’t any sense of proportion.” 

“I suppose that’s so,” he said vaguely, 
and said no more. 

“What is the matter?” she said, always 
quick in sympathy, and wondering at his 
abstraction. 

“Well, it’s this phantom Christmas busi- 
ness,” he said. “You see, I had you on my 
arm in front of those shops just as plainly 
as possible; and you had me beside you; 
and yet, in one way, it wasn’t so at all! It 
was only a sort of imagination. Suppose 
this wasn’t so either!” 

She laughed and stood stock still, and 
again there was her ready sympathy: 

“Would it make you feel certain if I 
gave you a kiss?” 

“Absolutely,” he said, and, bending, took 
no phantom kiss at all, but a very real 
and delightfully warm one. 

Then they went on again, arm in arm, 
rather to the astonishment of several 
passers-by who had noticed them and had 
taken that kiss to be a signal for parting. 

“It’s a great old world!” burbled Milly, 
widening her pace a little to keep step 
with him. 

“By George!” said Balthazar fervently, 
winking the snow flakes from his eyelashes, 
“It is that!” 





























It’s Man’s Pie— 


delicious, energizing, ironizing pie 


Serve pie like this to men who work hard 
and you'll win immediate approval. 

For this is raisin pie, which means a pie 
that’s more than merely luscious. 

The big, plump, juicy Seeded raisins-—con- 
taining 1560 calories of energizing nutriment 
per pound—almost immediately renew the 
energy sapped by a busy day, because these 
raisins are 75% fruitsugar which 
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the blood. 


isin practically predigested form. 
Men fee/ this energy soon af- 


ter eating. 


Add that effect to the delicious 


flavor of this fine pie and you 
have about the ideal business man’s dessert. 
Raisins furnish food-iron also—good for 


So there are three good reasons for serving 
luscious seeded raisins in this delightful way 
at least once every week. 


Buy Ready-Baked 


Groceries and bake shops everywhere are _ ) 
supplying raisin pie made fresh for you in 
modern local bakeries practically every day. 


Ask your 


retailer. 


Made with big, plump, tender, juicy, seeded 
Sun-Maid Raisins. 
cious sauce. A flaky crust completes this pie’s 
attractions, 

You can do less home baking with foods like 
this available at a corner store. Try, and see 
Take advantage of this 
service that high class bakers render to hous>- 


how good 


keepers. 


they are. 


The juice forms a deli- 


4 


Sun-Maid Seeded ie 


Raisins | 


Always buy Sun-Maid Seeded 
Raisins for home use. 
from finest California table 
Mail coupon for 
free book of recipes de- 


grapes. 


4 
Cut this out 


and send it 
4 


F 
7 Sun-Maid 
Raisin Growers, 
Dept. A-512, 
2 Fresno, California 


Made 


scribing scores of lus- 


cious raisin foods. 


7 Please send me copy of your 
/ free book, “Recipes With 
7, Raisins.” 


Blue Package "i SE ete SS ee 
4 
Sun-Maid Raisin Growers y et TE A lin os Aa ene 
Membership 13,000 7 i, 
Derr. A-512, Fresno, CALIFORNIA C |) Pe eer SE ere 
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An Old Family Secret Lk 


ASKING under the ({omplexion 
blue skies of sunny 
Italy centuries ago was 60c 
a beautiful maid, reflecting in her cheeks the color and 
warmth of her native land. She had finished her toilette 
and was admiring, by the aid of a hand mirror, the magic 
effects produced by the application of that formula which 
had been a guarded secret in her family for generations. 





























Ah! If other maids but knew the secret, what rivals in 
beauty she would have! Science has solved her secret. 


SEM-PRAY JO-VE-NAY |p 


F aiiatcom Sem-pray Jo-ve-nay is not a cold cream nor a soap buta |4f 
combination skin nourisher, cleanser, beautifier—made in | 

cake form of pure vegetable oils, which have a close . 
affinity to the natural oils of the skin. 





Applied to your face at night, it softens the secretions 
and thoroughly cleanses the pores of the dust and grime 
of the day, producing a satiny smoothness, and the fresh- 
ness and bloom of youth. “Always Young” indeed is 
the girl or woman who uses Sem-pray Jo-ve-nay. 


ft 





Send your name and address fora 
seven-day trial size cake free. Bring 
charm and loveliness to your skin. 


Erquiaitel: Natural Health 
Perfumed Tynte— buc 
b0c 
Full size packages at almost all toilet counters. 


THE SEM-PRAY JO-VE-NAY COMPANY 
Department 2089 Grand Rapids, Mich. 
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The Trade Mark is stamped on 
every pair as your assurance of 
Style, Value and Satisfaction 





Faultless Fitting Footwear 
for Women 


and 


Dorothy Dodd 
“Pedo-Praxic” 
Patented Flexible Arch Shoes 
for Women of all ages 


“Dorothy Junior” 
Models for Growing Girls 


a nd 


“Little Dorothy” 
Shoes for Misses and 
Children 


A beautifully illustrated booklet 
of selected styles will be mailed 
on request, together with ad 
dress of your nearest Agency 


Style and Value—Supremely Good 


Every pair of DOROTHY DODD shoes is an investment in 
smart appearance. Whether simple or elaborate, conservative 
or “ dressy,” your choice of STYLE will always be CORRECT 
— your COMFORT assured by FAULTLESS FIT — your sense of 
VALUE more than satisfied by QUALITY at prices that repre- 
sent the best in shoe values today. 

For lasting satisfaction, go to your nearby DOROTHY DODD 
Agency, where your needs are anticipated in faultless fitting 
styles for every requirement 


DOROTHY DODD SHOE COMPANY 


BOSTON 20. MASSACHUSETTS 
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The Dogs of War 


(Continued from page 36] 


“T could forgive him being cruel to a 
woman,” asserted Alberta, “—but not to 
animals.” 

“Perhaps his cruelty was as unconscious 
as your own,” he said as he stepped closer 
to her. But Alberta did not respond to 
that thrust. For the two collies, breaking 
her hold on the twisted leashes, flung them- 
selves against the lean-legged man and 
muzzled about him with staccato yelps of 
joy 

“They seem to know you,” observed 
the girl, vaguely oppressed with a feeling 
of desertion. He looked up at her, laugh- 
ing, but he did not speak, for a small boy 
dragging a red sleigh appeared over the 
crest of the hill. 

“Uncle Paran,” he called out as he 
caught sight of the man at the pond-edge. 
“Uncle Paran, you said we could get the 
Yule-log ready today.” 

Alberta Orgaine turned slowly about on 
her skates. Her gaze met and locked with 
that of the man on the shore 

“So you’re Paran Cayley?” she said 
with infinite scorn. “And you added this 
to the rest!” 

He started to speak, but she did not 
wait to hear him. She swung about, strik- 
ing straight out across the lake. 

The man at the pond’s edge called out 
to her, in alarm, as he saw the course she 
was taking. But she neither waited nor 
wavered. She skated on until the point 
of one skate-blade cut through the thinning 
ice, throwing her suddenly forward. She 
was conscious, the next moment, of a quick 
pang of cold through all her body, of icy 
waters closing over her and shutting off 
her breath, of emerging from numbing 
depths and clinging to thin lips of ice 
which broke under her weight. She heard 
Paran Cayley call to her as he ran out 
on the pond. 

She saw him go down, even as she 
had done. She turned and tried to swim 
toward him, but the skates held her down, 
and the icy water deadened both her 
body and her will. She saw a double flurry 
of tan and white circle the lake. It was 
the dogs, Paran Cayley’s dogs, she mistily 
realized as they tugged out neck and neck 
across the ice. She could hear «their 
whimpering, short yelps and their owner’s 
cry of “Quick, Bob! Quick, Bob!” as he 
fought his way toward her. But he was a 
long way off. And without breathing she 
could not live. And it was useless. It was 
quite useless, after all, to try any more, 
with that leaden weight on her feet. 

She did not cry out, but she let her 
arms go up and then droop at her side, 
waiting for the sky to be shut out from 
her, shut out from her for all time. Then 
she was disturbed by a tightening about 
her throat. She realized the next moment 
that a pointed nose was breathing hard at 
the back of her neck and that four pointed 
incisors had taken possession of the collar 
of her coat. She could hear Paran Cayley’s 
voice calling out: “No, Bob; not me! I'm 
all right! Go to Aer! Bring her in, good 
dog! Bring her in!” And a moment later 
a second pointed nose was buoying her up 
until Paran Cayley could get to her. There 
was another sharp struggle along the edge 
of the ever-breaking ice until he could 
reach shallow water. She felt his long 
arms around her. She felt him carrying her 
up the bank, like a child, and she knew 
she was safe. 


E carried her all the way back to 
H Gray Gables, where the housekeeper 

wrapped her in hot blankets and 
gave her so much hot toddy that she fell 
asleep with her ears ringing and failed to 
waken until the midnight chimes of 
Wimblehurst were blithely announcing the 
advent of Christmas. When she opened 
her eyes she saw the solemn-eyed house- 
keeper sitting at one side of her bed and 
the solemn-eyed owner of Gray Gables 
sitting on the other. 

“Are you feeling better?” he asked with 
his wistful, October-evening smile. 

She lay studying his face for a long 
time. Then she moved her head from side 
to side, slowly, as he repeated his question. 

“What's wrong?” he asked. He meant, 
apparently, to take her pulse. But in- 
stead he merely took her hand. 

“You hate me!” she said, choking on a 
sob. It was his turn to shake his head. 

“I’ve given you the wretchedest Christ- 
mas of all your life,” she told him, doing 
her best to get control of her voice. 

He bent over her, still holding her hand. 
“You could make it the happiest in all my 
life,’ he said as his solemn eyes searched 
her face. She did not speak, as she met 
his gaze. But into her eyes crept a light 
that was not to be mistaken. 

“Hutchinson,” said Paran Cayley very 
quietly to his housekeeper, “will you please 
have the two collies brought up to their 
new mistress.” He waited until the door 
closed. Then he added: “For that’s what 
you’re going to be, my beloved, and I don’t 
give a hang if Hutchinson and the whole 
wide world knows it!” 
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The Honorable Burtord 


[Continued from page 24] 


WO hours later Captain Burford pre- 
sented himself before Major O’Connor 
at the hospital. 

“T have obtained leave of absence,” he 
said, arranging his eye-glass with extreme 
deliberation. “Cheviot does not want me 
now. So I place myself unreservedly at 
your disposal. Make what use you like 
of me.” 

“Mean it?” cried O’Connor. “Faith, 
you're the very man I want. You're worth 
the whole regiment for nerve!” 

That night cholera swept down on the 
station. Burford was installed in the hos- 
pital, and there, at O’Connor’s frantic ap- 
peal to the commanding officer, he remained 
while death stalked through barracks and 
ward. 

And Burford polished up his eye-glass 
with a peculiar smile, and expressed his 
willingness to accept the post of head- 
nurse thrust upon him by O’Connor. 

A little later he lounged into the hospital, 
and the men who lay there close-packed 
marveled to see the lazy, foppish captain, 
who had a reputation for being the most 
cold-blooded beggar in the regiment, mov- 
ing resolutely among them, with quiet 
tread and manner if possible softer and 
more bored than usual. But he put heart 
into the lads—how, not one of them could 
have told. 

O’Connor did not know till later that 
the man’s marvelous concentration of will 
was beyond his physical strength, nor that 
all natural sleep had deserted him in con- 
sequence of the strain. He saw no change 
in the pale, cynical face, with its sleepy, 
expressionless eyes. 

Then one day the colonel laid sudden 
hands on the trim, well-tailored figure. 
“Burford, unless you come with me at 
once and get a thorough rest I cancel your 
leave of absence,” he said. “I didn’t give 
you leave to kill yourself.” 


I!” sang out Cheviot,‘ as Burford 
passed the open door of the smoking- 
room on his way to his bedroom 
for the prescribed rest. “There you are at 
last! I haven't seen you for a fortnight.” 

Cheviot was on the eve of departure to 
the hills with his sister, on sick leave, and 
in high spirits in consequence. Burford 
paused a moment at sound of the boy’s 
eager voice, then he made as if to pass on, 
but Cheviot raced after him. 

“Nonsense, old fellow! You're not going 
to bolt like that. Come and speak to my 
sister.” 

For a second Burford resisted the lad’s 
affectionate grip. Then quite suddenly, 
without a word, he yielded. 

Cheviot pulled him into the smoking- 
room with a beaming face. His sister was 
there, and Owen also—a towering figure 
in the background. Owen had a trick of 
turning up at odd hours to emphasize his 
guardianship. 

“Here he is, Kath!” cried Cheviot. 
“This is the chap who nursed me before you 
came, the hero of the hospital.” 

And there he stopped abruptly, aware 
that there was something wrong. His sister 
had risen. She did not speak, though her 
lips moved with a convulsive effort to do 
so. There was a dead silence. Then Bur- 
ford bowed toward her very slightly. 

“An unexpected pieasure, eh?” he mur- 
mured. 

Cheviot’s eager hold relaxed. He faced 
Burford squarely. “What do you mean?” 
he said, a ring of uncertainty in his voice. 

Burford looked at him with a queer 
smile. “My boy,” he said very quietly, 
“we have met before, your sister and I. 
To make things quite clear to you, I should 
perhaps mention that the name of Burford 
is merely the legacy of a friend. When— 
your sister—knew me last, my name was 
Vivian.” Cheviot fell back with an ex- 
clamation. 

And then it was that Owen stepped 
gravely forward. “I have been wanting to 
meet you for some time, Captain Burford.” 

“At your service!” said Burford, and 
went out, Owen sternly following. 

Burford led the way to his bedroom 
at the other side of the bungalow, and 
Owen, entering after him, turned and locked 
the door. 

Owen hesitated a second, with keen 
eyes on Burford’s face. It struck him that 
the man he had come to bully looked 
scarcely capable of defending himself. But 
he did not know the Honorable Burford. 

“I wish to speak to you—about Miss 
Vere. I am a friend of hers.” 

“T gathered that,” drawled Burford, as 
he prepared himself a drink of brandy and 
water. 

“What I have to say is this: The hap- 
piness of Miss Vere’s life depends upon 
you—thow, I am only able to guess, for she 
has never told me. Captain Burford, you 
will make her happy, or—take the con- 
sequences.” 

Burford smiled very faintly. “Really, 
sir, your simplicity is unique. May I ask 
what will happen if I elect to take the 
consequences ?” 


Ss 


“You may,” said Owen ponderously. “I 
shall give you a horsewhipping that you 
will remember to the last day of your 
life.” 

“You will find a riding-whip in the 
corner behind you. First, though, may I 
ask who you are?” 

“My name is Owen.” 

“Thank you!” said Burford with serene 
courtesy. “Now, 1 wonder what process of 
reasoning you employed to convince your- 
self that it could by any means conduce 
to Miss Vere’s ultimate happiness to have 
anything to do with me? Are you try- 
ing to force me to marry the woman you 
yourself love?” 

Owen’s stern face hardened at the de- 
liberate brutality of the question. “That 
is my position.” 

“And—pardon my incredulity—you actu- 
ally believe I could make her happy?” 
Burford raised his eyes slowly to Owen's 
face. There was an odd flicker that might 
have been amusement in their steely 
scrutiny. But the man’s lips were drawn 
tightly over his teeth. 

“Tl kill you if you don’t!” Owen 
exclaimed wth sudden passion. Burford 
gulped down the rest of his brandy and 
water and sat very still. 

“Mr. Owen,” he said at length, speak- 
ing slowly, with great difficulty, “you are 
very generous, don’t you know. But—as 
it happens—I am already married.” 

Owen took a hasty step toward him. 
“And you may tell my wife,” he said, “that 
I consider her second choice of a champion 
better-advised than her first. And—in the 
event of my death—TI leave her to that 
champion’s care.” His voice dropped. He 
sat forward suddenly and bowed his head 
on his hands. “Will you be good enough 
to leave me?” he said in a choked whisper. 
“T am not well.” 

And suddenly Owen realized that he 
had been looking on at the hardest-fought 
battle he had ever witnessed, that this 
man’s grip on himself had been maintained 
in the face of ghastly odds, and that the 
end was come at last. The demon cholera 
—fierce, insatiable—had claimed another 
victim. 

It was Owen who sought out Kathleen 
half an hour after the doctor’s arrival, and 
told her the terrible news. He expected to 
see her give way, but she heard him out 
with not so much as a tremor. And 
then she turned to go. 

“You dare not see him,” said Owen, 
instantly. 

“Yes,” she said gently, “I must go. 
You kept me away from helping at the 
hospital. But you cannot keep me away 
from this. Mr. Owen, I did not tell you 
before. I tell you now. This man is my 
husband.” 

“IT know,” Owen said hoarsely. “But— 
Kathleen, hear me! You have never seen 
cholera. You told me $0 yourself. And 
it’s a ghastly thing. You'll never forget it. 
Besides—do you think this man would 
wish you to see his suffering? It—it’s the 
last thing I should wish for the woman I 
loved.” He stopped abruptly, realizing that 
he was making no impression. 

They found O’Connor and the colonel 
with Burford, both men striving to main- 
tain a struggle that Burford himself had 
abandoned. He was barely conscious of 
his surroundings. 

It was a few minutes later that Kath- 
leen had come quietly into the room fol- 
lowed by Owen. The colonel saw her and 
motioned her away. But O’Connor turned 
instantly and made way for her. She went 
swiftly to Burford and bent over him. 

“Everard!” Her voice was tense with 
anguish. He looked up and recognized her. 
She knelt dewn beside him, and lifting one 
of his clenched hands she pressed her lips 
upon it. 

“Everard, my darling, listen to me! I 
have come back to you. love you, I 
want you, I belong to you—always, dar- 
ling, always, for better for worse, for richer 
for poorer, in sickness and in _ health. 
Everard, do you hear me? Dearest, speak 
to me! Show me you understand! Oh, 
Everard!” 

He raised himself, gripping her hands 
convulsively, in answer to the appeal. 

But there came a time when Burford 
did not know her, when his senses reeled 
beneath the agony, and he was a man 
groping in outer darkness. Then he knew 
only a vague and aching wonder at the 
laboring anguish of the universe. 

And it was a woman’s voice praying 
at his side that brought down light at last 
into his darkness. 


T took him a long time to realize that it 
was not his fancy alone that heard the 
gentle voice of a woman above his bed. 

And even when he began to understand 
more fully, a curious reluctance to speak, 
to break the spell of her unprotesting de- 
votion, possessed him. 
And then one day when she was settling 
him for a-sleep he took his resolution in 
[Turn to page 87] 
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suits, dresses, and rompers for 
your little ones, you can al- 
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about dressing suitably and stylishly 
on limited incomes, this NEW WAY 
COURSE of The School of Modern 
Dress has come with both the promise 
and the fulfillment of better clothes at 
much smaller cost. 





The School of Modern Dress is an 
institution founded for the purpose of 
teaching the simplest, most practical, 
most up-to-date methods of clothes- 
making to the woman in the home— 
the woman who has no time or money 
to waste. 

It teaches you the quickest, easiest 
and most satisfactory methods of cut- 
ting, fitting and finishing fashionable 
clothes. It teaches you new rapid 
ways of accomplishing in one hour 
what formerly took a whole evening. 

Through this simplified method even 
the woman who never sewed before 
can quickly learn how to make pretty 
clothes at home. 


Make Money at Home 
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could not find a single branch upon which 
to rest its feet, and it came back. 

He waited a week, and once more he 
set the pigeon free. It was gone all day, 
but in the evening, it returned with a 
freshly plucked olive leaf in its beak 

Another week went by before Noah re 
leased the pigeon for the third time. It 
did not return, and this was a good sign. 
Soon afterward, a sudden bump told Noah 
that his vessel had struck ground. The 
Ark had landed on top of Mount Ararat, 
in the country which is now called Armenia. 


HE next day Noah went ashore. At 

once he took some stones and built an 

altar and killed a number of beasts 
and birds and made a sacrifice. And be- 
hold the sky was bright with the colors 
of a mighty rainbow. It was a sign of 
Jehovah to his faithful servant. It was 
a promise of future happiness. 

Then Noah and his sons, Shem, Ham 
and Japheth, and their wives, went forth, 
and once more they became farmers and 
shepherds and lived peacefully among their 
children and their flocks. 

But it is very doubtful whether the 
danger through which they had just passed 
had taught them a lesson. For it hap- 
pened that Noah, who possessed a vineyard, 
had made himself a very pleasant wine, 
and when he had partaken thereof, more 
than was wise, he became drunken, and 
behaved after the fashion of such people. 

Two of his sons felt sorry for their 
father, and were quite decent about it. 
But the third one, called Ham, thought it 
a great joke and was not nice at all. 

When Noah woke up from his sleep, he 
was exceedingly angry, and he drove Ham 
away from his house, and the Jews believed 
that he went to Africa and became the 
first ancestor of the Negro race, for which 
they felt a great and most unjust contempt. 

Thereafter, we don’t hear much about 
Noah. One of his descendants, called Nim- 
rod, achieved fame as a hunter, but the 
Bible does not tell us what became of Seth 
and Japheth. : 


(Continued in the January McCa.t's] 


Dedication to Hansje and Willem 
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Then, when the age of modern science 
came, there arose a conflict which gave 
rise to a bitter warfare between those who 
held the book to be of Divine origin, and 
those who regarded it merely as an account 
of certain historical events. And for a 
time the Bible was hated as cordially by 
many men and many women as it had been 
loved and revered before by their fathers 
and grandfathers. 

Of all this I shall tell you nothing. I 
am not preaching to you. 

I am not defending or attacking a 
cause. I shall merely tell you what you 
ought to know (in my own opinion—and 
Heaven forbid that I should ask others to 
agree!) that your lives may be more full 
of understanding, of tolerance and of love 
for that which is good and beautiful, and 
therefore holy. 

It will be comparatively easy to write 
about the Old Testament. It is the story 
of a certain tribe of desert people who 
after many years of wandering, finally 
conquered a little corner of western Asia, 
where they settled down, and founded a 
nation of their own. 

Then we come to the New Testament 
That going to be very difficult. The 
New Testament centers around one single 
figure. It tells the story of a simple car- 
penter of the village of Nazareth, who 
asked nothing of life and gave all. 

There may be other stories more inter- 
esting than that of Jesus, but I have never 
read any. And so I shall give you an 
account of his life as I see it, not a word 
For that, I 


1s 


more, and not a word less 
am sure, is the way he would like to have 
it told. 
ae 
——— 





= ee — — ) 
; Bible | 
Story of the Bible 
[Continued from page 10] 

Noah sent out a raven, but the bird 
did not come back. Next he sent out a 
pigeon. Pigeons can fly longer than al 
most any other bird, but the poor thing 
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| Science | proves : the danger 


of bleeding gums 


EDICAL science proves that un- 

healthy gums cause serious ail 
ments. People suffering from Pyorrhea 
(a disease of the gums) often suffer 
from other ills, such as rheumatism, 
anaemia, nervous disorders or weak- 
ened vital organs These ills have 
been traced in many cases to the 
Pyorrhea germs which breed in 
pockets about the teeth. 































Four out of five people over forty 
have Pyorrhea. It begins with ten- 
der and bleeding gums. Then the 

ms recede, the teeth decay, 
Gesee and fall out, or must be ex- 
tracted to rid the system of the 
infecting Pyorrhea germs. 


Guard your healthand your 
teeth. Keep Pyorrhea away. Visit 
your dentist often for teeth and 
gum inspection, and make daily 
use of Forhan’s For the Gums. | 


Forhan’s For the Gums will 3 
prevent Pyorrhea— or check its | 
progress—if used consistently. | 
Ordinary dentifrices cannot do 
this. Forhan’s will keep the 
gums firm and healthy, the 


teeth white and clean. 


35c and 60c tubes in U. S. 
and Canada. 


Form 
R. J. oy Bg D. 8. 
FORHAN CO, 
New York 














‘MENTHOL COUGH DROPS 
give quick relief 


AGENTS-$5 0 $15 DALY 


Introtecing New Sesto Guaran- 
teed Hosie Lates on 
Champagne Gel. Silver, Bobo- 
link, ete, Big Profits. Repeat 

orders bring you regular income. 
You write orders—We deliver 

ons am Experience unnec- 
ts Higgins made $21 45 

(Sworn proof furnish- 

a ts furnished contain 
all colors grades inchading full 
fashioned silks, lisles, silk and 

woo! and wool heathers 

MA0-0~ CHEE MILLS 00. DE DESK 8212 DINOINNATL, 0 


RE 


To try in your home 30 days. Should 
iii not like it return at our expense 
illion members of families now us- 
ing Hoosier Stoves, best made, the 
latest design and guaranteed fortwo 
years. Ask your aler to show you 
oosiers” or write us for our big 
free book showing phot phs. 
sarge assortment and sizes at a big 
saving. Send postal today. 
HOOSIER STOVE Co. 
208 State St. Marion, Ind. 


POMPEIAN 
OLIVE OIL 


Sold Everywhere 7 


High School Course 
n2 Years You can complete 


this simplified High 
hool Course at home in 
side of two years. Meetsall r we. for entrance to college 
and the leading © profeesions is and thirty-six other practical) 
courses are described in our Free Bulletin, Send for i it TODAY 


AMERICAN SCHOOL 
Dept. W- 960 Drexel Ave. & 
—Every Deaf Person Knows That 
Imake myself hear after being deaf for 25 years, with 
these Artificial Ear Drums. I 
wear them day and night. 
» They are perfectly comfort- 
able. No one sees them. Write 
me and I will tell you a true 


story, how I got deaf and how 
I make you hear. Address py" oad tos rom, 


GEO. P. WAY, Artificial Ear Orum Co. (inc.) 
13 Adelaide St., Detroit, Mich. 
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First Year 


Correct Feeding Schedules for the Normal Child 
By Charles Gilmore Kerley, M.D. 


feeding I called attention to the ad- 

visability of using, at about the seventh 

month or later, a cereal such as farina, 
finely milled wheat cereal, or oatmeal. At 
the ninth or tenth month it will be re- 
called that beef juice and green vegetables 
are usually begun in small amounts and 
always associated with the bottle. 

This is done for two reasons: to supply 
additional nourishment of a desirable kind 
and particularly to accustom the child to a 
freer feeding than the bottle allows. It is 
my custom to begin a so-called solid food 
diet earlier in child life than is practised by 
many pediatrists. My observation, cover- 
ing many thousands of infants, tells me 
that super-milk feeding is not for the best 
interests of the developing child. It is a 
rare exception that I allow a baby more 
than one quart of milk daily. When the 
infant is one year old, weighs 19 to 21 
pounds and is strong and lusty, he needs 
more than a cows’ milk formula; and if 
he is fed largely on cow’s milk—two or 
more quarts a day with a little cereal and 
dried bread—he will be a soft, flabby, thin- 
blooded child. 

Nature terminates the nursing period of 
the human being normally in ten or twelve 
months and had no intention that the child 
should be transferred to a cow. Foods of 
consistency on which the teeth are to be 
used was intended. Otherwise, why teeth? 

Further, milk does not supply the re- 
quired nourishment and an excess takes 
away the appetite for the proper solids. 

After the first year or thereabout in the 
normal infant, milk ceases to be the main 
food supply and takes second place—a 
strong second place, it is true, but still 
second place. In homes where suitable 
food, properly prepared, is not available, 
milk will constitute, necessarily, the larger 
part of the diet during the second year of 
life. In advancing to unaccustomed foods, 
it is necessary that they be properly pre- 
pared. All meats should be finely minced 
and given in small portions at first—not 
more than a teaspoon at the beginning. 
Eggs should be soft-boiled and mixed with 
dried bread or cracker crumbs—never more 
than half an egg at first. Vegetables should 
be cooked thoroughly and put through a 
collander or a large-meshed strainer. All 
bread used should be dried in the oven 
or toasted. Cereals should be cooked 
thoroughly as indicated in the feeding 
schedules. Plain suitably prepared foods 
will be digested surprisingly well if the 
digestive organs are not overburdened with 
milk. ° 

The hours for the meals are not arbi- 
trary. The first meal may be given earlier 
than the hour indicated. The day how- 
ever is to be divided as equally as possible. 

It is assumed in the following schedules 
that we are dealing with normal, well, 
small children, not with those who are ill 
or who have pronounced digestive dis- 
turbances. The amounts of the various 
foods suggested are of course subject to the 
judgment of the mother or nurse. Some 
children will require a larger and some a 
smaller amount than is indicated. 


[' a previous contribution on bottle 


From the Twelfth to the 
Month: Four Meals Daily. 

7 A. M. Two or three tablespoons of 
cornmeal, oatmeal, wheat cereal, hominy, 
rice (all cooked four hours the day before 
in water) served with butter or milk and 
a little sugar. Eight ounces of milk from 
glass or bottle. Breadstuffs. 


Fifteenth 


9 A. M. Juice of one-half orange or 
three ounces prune juice. 

11 A. M. One tablespoon of either 
scraped steak, minced chicken or minced 
chop or soft-boiled egg mixed with bread 
crumbs. Baked or mashed potato (medium 
size). Glass or bottle of milk. Bread- 
stuffs. Sleep after this meal. 

2:30 P. M. Eight ounces of chicken or 
mutton broth with bread or rice in it; or 
eight ounces milk. One tablespoon stewed 
carrots, squash or spinach when broth is 


given. Desserts: Custard, corn-starch or 
junket. Breadstuffs. 
6 P. M. Two or three tablespoons 


farina or finely milled wheat cereal (cooked 
two hours in water) or one of above cereals 
served as directed. Eight ounces of milk 
from glass or bottle. Breadstuffs. 

Breadstuffs: High-grade wheat or oat- 
meal biscuit. Zwieback, rusk, toast. 

From the Fifteenth to Eighteenth 
Month: Four Meals Daily. 

7:30 A. M. Two or three tablespoons 
cornmeal, oatmeal, wheat cereal, hominy, 
rice (all cooked four hours the day before 
in water) served with butter or milk with 
or without sugar. Glass of milk. Bread. 

9 A. M. Juice of one orange or three 
ounces prune juice. 

11 A. M. One tablespoon scraped steak, 
minced chicken, minced chop or soft-boiled 
egg mixed with bread crumbs. Baked or 
mashed potato. One tablespoon of spinach, 
asparagus, string beans, peas, squash, 
stewed carrots, stewed celery. Desserts: 
Stewed or baked apple, or stewed prunes. 
No milk. Bread. Sleep after this meal. 

2:30 P. M. Eight ounces of chicken or 
mutton broth with bread or rice in it or 
eight ounces milk. Small cup of custard, 
corn-starch or junket. Breadstuffs. 

6 P. M. Two or three tablespoons 
farina or finely milled wheat cereal (cooked 
two hours in water) or one of above 
cereals. Glass of milk. Breadstuffs. 

Breadstuffs: High-grade wheat or oat- 
meal biscuit. Zwieback or Holland rusk. 
Dried bread. White or whole wheat bread. 


Eighteenth Month to the 
Third Year: Three Meals Daily. 

7:30 A. M. Two or three tablespoons 
cornmeal, oatmeal, wheat cereal, hominy, 
or rice (all cooked four hours the day be- 
fore in water) served with butter or milk 
with or without sugar. Glass of milk. 
Breadstuffs. 

9 A.M. Juice of orange or three ounces 
prune juice. 

12:30 P. M. One or two tablespoons 
scraped steak, chop or minced chicken or 
soft-boiled egg. Baked or mashed potato. 
One or two tablespoons spinach, asparagus, 
string beans, peas, squash, white turnip, 
stewed carrots, stewed celery or stewed 
onions. Desserts: Stewed or baked apple, 
stewed prunes, rice, bread or tapioca pud 
ding. Gelatin pudding with lemon, orange 
or vanilla flavor. No milk at this meal. 

4 P. M. Drink of milk and piece of 
toast or plain cracker. 

6 P. M. Two tablespoons farina or 
finely milled wheat cereal (cooked two 
hours in water) or one of above cereals 
served as directed. Drink of milk or eight 
ounces of chicken or mutton broth. 
Spaghetti. Desserts: Custard, corn-starch 
or junket. Cream cheese or honey on 
bread or crackers. 

Breadstuffs: As given above. 

Schedules for older children will be 
given in this magazine next month. 


From the 
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FREE to Mothers 


Trial packages of Bauer & Black Baby 
Soap and Bauer & Black Baby Talc— 
simply Mail the Coupon. 


Bauer & Black 


BabyTale 







112 Baby Doctors 


helped perfect these new comfort creators for your baby 


This offers two new comfort 
creators for babies. 

They come from the Bauer & 
Black laboratories, for 28 years 
specialists in filling doctors’ 
wants, and are based upon the 
experience, in daily practice, of 
112 leading children’s doctors, 
nurses and dermatologists. 


NEXT TO PROPER DIET 
CORRECT CARE OF THE 
SKIN 

Ask baby specialists. Ask 
heads of maternity hospitals. 
They will tell you that next in 
importance to proper diet comes 
the proper care of baby’s skin. 

Most babies suffer from 
rashes and irritations, and when 
a healthy baby is cross and 
fretful, it is more often for that 
reason than any other. 

Some of these irritations come 
from the semi-acid discharges 
of perspiration or urine, often 
powerful enough to cause raw- 
ness, but always powerful 
enough to cause baby intense 
discomfort — torturous itching. 

Others from the use of harsh 
soaps. 

WHAT DOCTORS SAID WAS 
NEEDED 

Scores of baby doctors told 
us the need of applying modern 
principles to the care of infants’ 
skin, 


So we consulted these emi- 
nent authorities—112 in all. 


The result, after months of 
laboratory work, is a new hy- 
giene of the nursery. A soap 
and a powder providing scien- 
tific protection against rash and 
irritations. So now we offer 
mothers the advantage of mod- 
ern research in keeping babies 
happy. 

Bauer & Black Baby Soap is 
made to meet the delicate skin 
requirements of a baby—-oxide 
of zinc, soothing oiis, edible fat 
—a protection against improper 
soaps. 


Bauer & Black Baby Talc is 
an exquisite powder, quite dif- 
ferent from any you have 
known. A superfine talc with 
which are pharmaceutically 
compounded healing and sooth- 
ing ingredients. 


TRIAL PACKAGES—FREE 

The coupon will bring you 
trial packages of Bauer & Black 
Baby Soap and Bauer & Black 
Baby Tale—both postpaid. 

Cut the coupon now and mail 
it. Or purchase a regular sized 
package at your druggist’s. 


BAUER & BLACK 
Chicago New York 


Makers of Sterile Surgical Dressings 
and Allied Products 


Toronto 


Bauer & Black 


Baby Talc and Baby Soap 


On Sale at All Druggists 





aasninnty 


B&B Products 


Your druggist offers you, in 
all Bauer & Black products, ; 
the results of 28 years of : 
ethical service to the medi- 
cal profession and the public. 


| oe 


City and State 


MMe 


MAIL THIS for FREE SAMPLES 


BAUER & BLACK, Chicago, U.S. A. 


If you live in Canada, address 
Bauer & Black, Toronto, Canada 


Gentlemen: Please send me trial packages of Bauer & 
Black Baby Tale and Bauer & Black Baby Soap. 
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Wouldn't you like to be 
$5.00 or $10.00, or $25 oOo 
S. Dayett of 
making and answered 
this. For three 
to her income 
now offers 
women are 
Plan and you can, 





you 
using this 


too. 








Mrs. J. 8. Dayett of Pa, 


In Your Spare 


All you need is a 


have done, so send for full details at once 


Send This “Extra Money’ 


S MAGAZINE, 
York 


aS 
, New 


Met 


37th St 


Dept. 12 M, 
250 West 
tell me about your extra 


Please money 


Name 


Local 
Address 


City and 
State 





You May Have $5.00 or 
$10.00 a Month, Extra 


able to secure an extra 
each month? Mrs. J. 
felt that she had 


Pennsylvania, 
some spare time which could be used for money 
an 
years now she has been adding 
by the same 
More than 30,000 men and 


McCall 


Time 


ittle spare time in which to 


take care of the new and renewal McCall sub 
scriptions in your vicinity Mrs. Bernice 
Graves, a busy Maryland housewife, is only 
one of the many mothers who have found that 
time spent in securing McCall subscriptions ts 
weli-worth while. You can earn an extra $5.00 


or $16.00 just as these and thousands of others 


Coupon Today 


otter. 


advertisement like 
plan which McCall's 


Extra Money 





Mrs. Bernice Graves of Md 


























THE FAMOUS WING—At ana Price 


“295 


ayer Pianos sent direct on free trial till 
Enjoy and test it to prove you save 


Wing Pianos and P! 
ist in your home 


att 


eb. 
40 year guarantee. 38 
Pianos and Playe " te 


$150 to $300 
styles of Wing 





from Thousands in use thruout 
TRIAL TILL will refer to owners near you. W rite at once for 
FEB r of free trial in your home till Feb. 1, 1923, 
ae ~The Book of Complete Poste About 
nt to you free with our reduced, bed-rock, factory prices and easy terms 


WING & SO 


Established 1868— 54th Yeer 






S 


SAY ““BAYER”’ when you buy. 


Unless you see the “Bayer Cross” on tablets, you are 
not getting the genuine Bayer product prescribed by 
physicians over 23 years and proved safe by millions for 


Colds 
Toothache 
Neuritis 


Neuralgia 





our offer 


Dept. 112-A, 13th St. and 9th Ave., New York 


RIN 


and eect 


Pianos 





One of our 38 styles 
Also Players and Grands 





Insist ! 


Headache 
Rheumatism 
Lumbago 
Pain, Pain 


Accept only “Bayer” package which contains proper directions. 





Handy “Bayer” boxes of 12 tablets—Also bottles of 


24 and 100—Drugzgists. 


Aspirin is the trade mark of Bayer Manufacture of Monoaceticacidester of Salicylicacid 








Fortune’s Fool 


[Continued from page 15] 


“What do you mean?” 

“You think that Monk will really help 
you? That he intends to help?” 

“Assuredly. He has promised it, and 
he was my friend—and my father’s friend.” 

“Friend!” said the other bitterly. “I 
never knew a trimmer to be any man’s 
friend but his own!” 

“You are unjust to him. You forget 
that, after all, he was under no necessity 
to promise anything.” 

“Oh, yes, he was. There was his duchess, 
as you’ve told me. Dirty Bess can be 
importunate, and she commands him. He 
goes notoriously in terror of her. Yielding 
to her importunities he promised that which 
he will avoid fulfilling. I drink to your 
better fortune, Randal.” 

Mechanically, without answering a word, 
the colonel drank with him. His heart 
was turned to lead. 

And then, having first sworn the colonel 
to secrecy in the name of their old friend- 
ship—to which, and to the colonel’s des- 
perate condition, the other trusted in open- 
ing his heart—Tucker delivered himself of 
what was no less than treason. 

He invited the colonel to consider the 
state to which a spendthrift, vindictive, 
dishonest king had reduced the country. 
He reviewed act by act the growing tyranny 
of the last five years since the restoration 
of King Charles. 

“Your sword is idle, and you seek em- 
ployment for it, Randal. It is the service 
of the old commonwealth to which in the 
old days you were staunch, a service aim- 
ing at these enemies who would still deny 
such men as you a place in England.” 

He paused and watched the colonel 
hopefully. “Do not answer me now. Let 
what I have said sink home into your 
wits. Give it thought.” 

Going home toward dusk, the colonel 
wondered a little to himself as he reviewed 


the proposal Tucker had made him. He 
might be desperate, but not desperate 
enough for that—not yet. He had no 


mind to feel a rope tightening about his 
neck. The more he considered it, away 
from Tucker now, the more persuaded was 
he of Albemarle’s sincerity and goodvi in- 
tentions. 


N his return to the Paul’s Head from 
that treasonable talk with Tucker, 
the colonel found a considerable ex- 

citement presiding over that usually peace- 
ful and well-conducted hostelry. Yet for 
all her agitation, Mistress Quinn had a coy 
glance for the colonel as he stalked through. 
It was not long before she followed him 
into the little parlor at the back, where 
she found him stretched at his ease on his 
favorite seat under the window. 

“Lord, Colonel! Here be dreadful 
news,” she told him. “The plague has 
broken out in the city itself—in a house 
in Bearbinder Lane; they are to close play- 
houses and all other places where people 
come together, which will likely mean that 


they will be closing taverns and eating- 
houses. And what should I do in that 
case ?” 


“Nay, nay,” Holles comforted her. “It 
will hardly come to that. Men must eat 
and drink, or they starve, and that’s as bad 
as the pestilence.” 

And the substance of her news was 
true enough. The Lord Mayor was at that 
very moment at Whitehall urging immediate 
and drastic measures for combating the 
spread of the pestilence, and one of these 
measures was the instant closing of the 
playhouses. 


UT before the playhouses closed, fate 

contrived it that the Duke of Bucking- 

ham should be moved by the praises 
of the newly discovered actress, the beau- 
tiful Sylvia Farquharson. At first Bucking- 
ham had scoffed: “A playhouse baggage!” 
he had yawned. 

But to the Duke’s Playhouse in Lincoln’s 
Inn Fields His Grace suffered himself, in 
the end, to be conducted. He went to scoff. 
He remained to worship. You already 
know—having overheard the garrulous Mr. 
Pepys—how from his box, addressing his 
companion in particular and the whole 
house in general, the ducal author of The 
Rehearsal loudly announced that he would 
give his muse no rest until he should have 
produced a play with a part worthy of 
the superb talents of Miss Farquharson. 

His words were reported to her. They 
bore with them a certain flattery to which 
it was impossible that she should be im- 
pervious. Such praise from one so ex- 
alted, himself a distinguished author and 
a boon companion of the King, set a 
climax upon the triumphs that lately she 
had been garnering. 

It prepared her for the ducal visit to 
the green-room, which followed presently. 
She was presented by Mr. Etheredge with 
whom she was already acquainted, and she 
stood shyly before the tall, supremely ele- 
gant duke, under the gaze of his bold eyes. 

In his golden periwig he looked at this 

[Turn to page 62) 





Why Children 
Dont Obey 


BEDIENCE is the foundation of character. Yet how 
many parents discover constantly that their instrne- 
tions to their children carry no farther than around the 
corner. And wilfuiness. selfishness. jealousy. disres 
untruthfulness, tl!.temper and many otber unpleasant 
—— are directly related to that first great fault of 
bedience. 


New Methods for Old 


Until now, scolding and whipping seem to have been 
about the parents’ only methods. But new methods bave 
been discovered which make it easy to train children to 
obey promptly. wensantts and carely witbout breaking 

child's will, without creating fear 








heart, as whipping does. This new method 
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The 


O need of looking thru 
less receipts to find something 
appeuling, easy to make and delicious 
The new De Luxe Edition of ‘‘The 
Easy Way in Cookery’’ contains the 
cream of all receipts chosen from 
among the best of our housewives’ 
collection and have been especially 
compiled and arranged For You 
This edition bound in flexible red oil 
cloth with an attractive blue label 
and printed on grey bond, is, indeed, 
‘The Gift Supreme.”’ 


Easy Way in Cookery 


count- 


MARY STEVENS, 
40 Gramercy Park, New York City 
copies of EASY WAY .at $2.00 
Enclosed find $ 


each, 


Address 





MOST DELIGHTFUL CHRISTMAS GIFTS 
Name in Gold Pencil Sets for Children 


No. 3 —Three Pencils with your NAME in Gold Holly Box, 40 cts. 
No. 35L — Three Pencile and LEATHER CASE— Name in Gold, 60 cte. 





No. 54L—" COIN POCKET” School Set—Green or Purple Leather 
Five Pencils, Penholder, also NAME on Case, $1.50 

All Pencils in Sets 
have colors assorted, 
long gilt tips, red 
erasers and are 
MADE of fine cedar 
wood and superior 
quality lead by 
EBERHARD FABER 
Order by number—Send check, Money Order or U.S. Postage. 


F. O. BALLARD PENCIL CO. 


250 West Sth St., N. Y. City 





Cover to No. 54L Set 











+ 
Unbeatable Exterminator 
GETS every rat where ordinary rat poisons 
fail. The secret is—you vary the bait by 
mixing it with a different food each night. 
Write for booklet — “‘Ending Rats 
and Mice.” 


q E. S. WELLS, Chemist, Jersey City, N. J. 


$6 a. A r E i YOU CA 
ehSuBonUs HAVE IT 


Others start off making $4 an hour either full or 
spare time. A real selling sensation. Every woman 
needs and wants our new, beautiful, 7-piece Solid 
Aluminum Handle Cutlery Set with a $1.50 premium 
FREE. Matches silverware. We deliver and collect. Pay 
daily. Free sample and automobile offers. Write today. 


NEW ERA MFG. CO., 803 Madison St., Dept. 48-A, Chicago, Illinois 
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How I Took 10 Years Off My Face 


with a remarkable beauty clay 





By Mrs. Murizt Darton, 1006 Michigan Ave., Wilmette, III. 


HAVE been on the point of 
I writing you many times, and at 

last have decided it is only right 
I should tell what you have done 
for me. 


Magazines these days offer sure 
ways of becoming beautiful, on 
almost every page. I must admit 
until recently I took the things pub- 
lished about your beauty clay with 
a grain of salt. I don’t suppose I 
would have tried it yet except for 
a statement of the Ladies’ Home 
Journal. It said: “The healthy 
woman who looks her age is either 
stupid or lazy.”’ I was angry as I 
read it. Since a girl, I had had a 
dull and sallow complexion, and 
lines in my face that told my age 
as plainly as if the figures were 
written there. But I didn’t care to 
be called stupid on top of it. I had 
read up on the subject to the skin 
and was well informed on its care. 
No one who knew the things I had 
tried to improve my complexion 
could call me lazy. 


But what my trusted magazine 
had said made me wonder if my 
efforts had really been intelligent. 
Also, if it might not be a little lazi- 
ness that had prevented trying your 
clay. I had never done so, though 
-it only required mailing my name 
and address. So I did hunt up one 


What do you think of the declaration by The 
LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL that “the healthy 


woman wholooks her age iseither stupid or lazy?” 


One woman read that statement, and her first 
feeling was one of resentment. But it caused her 
to think, and to act, with benefits which left her 
deeply grateful. Rarely does a woman write such 
a letter as that which follows over her signature. 








of your advertisements. I remem- 
bered the remarkable story—how 
women in a far-off English province 
made their skins so beautiful by 
weekly use of a native clay. How 
an American girl discovered it, used 
it with marvelous results, and how 
her father brought the clay to 
America. There was the same gener- 
ous offer by which I could try a 
full supply of the clay without risk- 
ing a dollar, and I sent the coupon. 


When our postman brought the 
clay you cannot blame me if I was 
still a bit skeptical. The directions 
seemed so simple to expect the res- 
ults I had read about. I had done 
wonderful things for my figure by 
rightful exercise and diet. I had an 
enviable head of hair because of the 
care given it. But these things had 
taken time and patience. Here was 
something to be accomplished in 
forty minutes! It seemed too good 
to be true. However, it did do every- 
thing and more than claimed. I re- 
ceived a genuine shock when I wiped 
away the clay and looked in the 
mirror. 


I had taken ten years off my 
face in forty minutes! There was 
no doubt about it. It wasn’t alone 
the new color in my cheeks—I have 
had other preparations bring a tem- 
porary flush of color. But those tell- 


tale lines around my eyes and from 
my nose to the corners of my mouth 
had gone. As for the pores of my 
skin, they simply were not to be 
seen. I felt ten years younger; I cer- 
tainly looked it. 


My next thought was “How long 
will it last?’’ But I went out that 
night, and was conscious through- 
out the evening that I was looking 
my best. I received compliments, 
and I continued to get them next 
day,and the next. Every word about 
the lasting improvements proved 
true. For quite a while I used the 
clay three and four times a week, 
then twice a week and sometimes 
only once. But I never went a week 
without one application. I haven’t 
seen the sign of a blackhead or any 
other impurities that used to be on 
my face in regular clusters. Nor is 
my skin sallow as it used to be, 
not even if I go the day without 
powdering. 


A lot of women will wonder why 
I grant permission to print this 
letter. But I would be ungrateful if I 
did not. This clay has done what 
specialists, charging big fees, failed 
to do—give me a skin clear and soft 
as a baby’s. I have told everyone of 
my acquaintance about this perfectly 
wonderful beauty clay. I can’t help 
thinking how many there must be 
who like myself have been on the 
very point of trying it, but have set 
it down as just another domestic 
preparation and let their doubts 
keep them from a perfectly gorgeous 
complexion. If everyone knew what 
I have learned about Ryerson’s 
Forty- Minute Beauty Clay you 
would soon have to stop your offer 
to send five-dollar jars for trial with- 
out charging for the time and care of 
putting them up, because there 
couldn’t possibly be enough to go 
around, 


(Mrs.) Muriel Dalton, 
1006 Michigan Ave., 
Wilmette, IIl. 




















NEW SHIPMENTS 
FROM ABROAD! 


FREE DISTRIBUTION | 
OF $5.00 JARS 
EXTENDED 


To the public: My first offer of full- 
sized jars without profit exhausted my 
small stock of imported clay. But we have 
just received more, imported direct from 
the British Isles, 

Therefore, I resume for a time the offer 
of a full $5 jar without any laboratory 
charge. You may have one jar only for 
the bare cost of getting it in your hands! 
The expenses of compounding, refining, 
analyzing, sterilizing, packing and ship- 
ping in large quantity has been figured 
down to $1.87 per jar, plus postage. 

Even this small sum of $1.87 is not 
really a payment—regard it as a deposit, 
which we will return at once if you are not 
satisfied this miracle clay is all claimed. 

Send no money, please, but pay when 
postman delivers. Just $1.87 plus postage. 
Or, if handier to receive jar prepaid, en- 
close $2; same guarantee holds good. 


OY Coy traom— 


Head Chemist 





POAEAEABEEEaS 


THE CENTURY CHEMISTS, Dept-176 
Century Building, Chicago: 


I accept your “No Profit” offer. Please send me 
a full-sized, regular $5.00jarof Forty Minute Beauty 
Clay at the net laboratory cost price of $1.87, plus 
postage, which I will pay postman on delivery. My 
money back unless only one application proves 
completely satisfactory. 
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GIVEN TO YOU 

as a Reward for Spare Moments 


This charming Coat and handsome 
Rocker are examples of valuable 
Larkin Premiums GIVEN to you tor 


conducting Larkin Clubs of friends 
and neighbors. Thousands of women 
are clothing themselves and making 


homes attractive through this pleas- 
ant, spare-time occupation. 


New Larkin Catalog FREE 


Pictures and describes the famous Larkin 
Product Pure Foods, Soaps, Poilet 


Preparations, Clothing et 
and 600 beautiful Premi ERA RE ABORT — OMNIA MRI 
“ Buffalo, N. Y., Chicago, Ill. 
Ltthttt CO tac. 


ms given with them New 
t ‘Peoria, 


offers ow prices 
Please send your new Fall Catalog No. 2% 


Coupon brings information 
about the y li K r : ; 
i a and information about Club Rewards. 


saving Larkin Plan. Read how 











to get easily the long-desired 

furnishings for your home | Name 

Mail ore cr To-day J Address 
al 460 





N Ow-"b= so many fresh fruits and ( 

vegetables are out of season— 
you may not be able to keep your diet varied and 
well balanced. You may not be able to avail 
yourself of all the elements which Nature places 
in fruits and vegetables to keep the human body 
healthy. 







It is well known that those who eat an abundance 
@ of fruits and vegetables seldom suffer from indi- 
gestion, sour stomach, biliousness, constipation, 
headaches, and the distress which such disorders 
cause. When fresh vegetables are difficult to ob- 
tain, you can nevertheless still give your system 
the benefits of vegetable laxatives. 


/ 
47ai You will find these properties in Nature’s Remedy 


OY, 47) (NR Tablets). Nature’s Remedy contains in con- 
centrated form the ingredients which act ther- 
apeutically the same as those which Nature fur- 
nishes in the most healthful foods. 


30 years 


But Nature’s Remedy (NR Tablets) does more 
than a laxative. It tones the stomach, increases 
assimilation and elimination, helps to cleanse, 
purify and enrich the blood by aiding Nature to 
re-establish the vigorous and harmonious func- 
tioning which makes the body feel like new. 


Chips off the Old Block 






NR JUNIORS—Little NRs 


One third of regular 
dose. Made of same in 

gredients, then candy-coated. For children 
and adults. Have you tried them. Send 
2c stamp for postage on liberal sample in the 
attractive blue and yellow box. 


a Mf. 


Tes HOUSEWORK EASY 


Clean steel knives and forks, re- 
move stains and grease with 


SAPOLIO 


Cleans - Scours - Polishes 








A. H. LEWIS MEDICINE COMPANY 
Dept. M St. Louis, Mo. 
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Large cake 


ORGANS sons 
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5c 


Ask for Century Edition 


Tes music you want for your plano should cost you only 15¢ a copy. 
Tell your dealer you want Century Edition. You can't buy better 
sheet music than Century—it’s beautifully printed on the best of paper— 
and each selection is certified to be correct as the master wrote it 
The Century Catalog embraces, the world’s finest music—composi- 
tions like * ‘Hungarian Rhapsody” ‘Moonlight Sonata”, ‘Salut A Pesth’ ‘. 
Poet and Peasant”, “Rondo Capricioso”, “Sack Waltz”, “Serenade” 
“Falling Leaves", and2100 others. Patronize the Century dealer. He has 
yourinterest at heart. Century's lowprice isonly possible becauseofhis 
small profit. Ifyour dealer can't supply you, we will. : ~ 
Complete catalog of over 2100 classical and popu- 
lar standard compositions free on request. 
Ask your dealer to show you Martin's *‘ Rudiments for the 
Prano’’, Jahn's *' Rudiments for the Violin”’, and Martin's 
‘Seales and om is”. Used by all modern teachers. 


Contury Ww. 40th St., NAY. 































If you like to draw, develop your artistic talent. Fven if your work is 
now perfect, you can easily learn by the Federal home-study Course, to make 








rawings , real » Te Course is si simple , cle ps explained step by 
ep, and you receive + tua rson , “ns on your lessons. 

The Federal *‘Master Course in a est months prepares you to earn money 
in your spare time at ‘he yme, or to become a regular commer oh artist. Well 
trained artists earn $50, § $100 a week, and sometimes even more. We 

gladly send ““YOUR FUTURE,” a book telling all about this fascinating 
( ourse, and how you can turn » r talent into money Are you in earnest? 
If 16 years old or more, write today for this free book, kindly stating your age 


355 Federal School Bidg. 
Minneapolis, Minn. 


Federal School of Commercial Designing 
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Our Housekeeping 
Exchange 
Conducted by Helen Hopkins 


CHILDREN’s BEDROOM SLIPPERS can be 
made from discarded felt pennants for tops, 
and old purses and check-book covers for 
soles—Mrs. A. W. J., Minnesota. 


WHEN PAINTING A CEILING, cut a large 
rubber ball in half and push it up the 
handle of the paint brush as close as pos- 
sible. The cup catches all the drip and 
saves unsightly spots on the floor or furni- 


ture—Mrs. E. S., Minnesota 
Do Not Turow AsIpE the carpet 
sweeper because the wheels are worn. Bind 


the wheels with adhesive plaster to the 
former thickness, and the sweeper will run 
smoothly again—Miss F. A., Nebraska. 


SMALL CHILDREN GOING TO SCHOOL and 
able to dress themselves, usually have a 
hard time telling their right shoe and 
rubber. As they are taught their right 
hand and foot in school, I paste a small 
piece of adhesive tape in the right shoe and 
rubber, and they never need to ask “which 
is which.”—A, M.., Illinois. 


I Keep a WorNovut PHONOGRAPH 
Recorp in my dresser drawer to pull my 
slip-on veils over when I take them off 
and they are always smooth when I need 
them again —I. C. S., Colorado. ~ 


To Menp Fur Wuicu 1s Torn or fall- 
ing to pieces, apply adhesive tape to back 
of skins. This will hold the fur intact add- 
ing to its life and use.—E. R. S., Alabama. 


Paint Bep-Sprincs with light paint to 


prevent rust-stained mattresses. This is 
especially desirable for children’s beds. 
—Mrs. A. R., Ohio. 


THe BLANKETS ON Basy’s Cris can be 
held in place if the corners are caught by 
the clasps of two garters, sewed to the 
posts at the head.—Mrs. M. D., New Jersey. 


Cover STAINS ON ALUMINUM with plain 
boiled starch and set on the back of the 
range until dry. The starch will peel off, 
and take the stains off with the flakes 

Mrs. J. B. T., New York. 


On a CoLtp Morninc when baby’s hands 
are numb give him a half-filled hot-water 
bottle to play with. Use only warm water 
and cork securely and he will amuse him- 
self very comfortably for a long time—Mrs. 
A. E. E., Minnesota. 





I Founp a Svusstitute for Christmas 
candlesticks in spring  clothespins. I 
melt one end of the candle and stick it 
on the clothespin, clamping the other end 
on the tree.—Mrs. W. S. M., Texas. 


Ucty Marks on A Harpwoop F.Loor 
are often made by rockers and furniture 
casters. Rub these gently with fine steel 
wool dipped in a little soapy water, and 
see how they vanish—Mrs. A. E. E., 
Minnesota. 


Soren Pittows Can Be CLEANED by 
soaking in gasoline in the wash-boiler for 
a short time. Turn it over and let stand, 
then shake the feathers about and squeeze 
out the liquid before pinning on the line 
to dry. Several can be cleaned in the same 
gasoline, and after the dirt settles the clear 
gasoline is good for further use. This proc- 
ess is good after contagious diseases and 
of course should be done outdoors, and 
away from any fire—M. H. R., Penn- 
sylvania. 
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Moore Push-F Pins 
Glass Heads -Stee. 

Moore Pashia 

To hang up things 

Ask your dealer to show them 
Soid ¢ 

Everywhere ] pécket 

Moore Push-Pin Co 


The Superior Macaroni “ 
Wayne Junction Philadel; 


4a FILMS DEVELOPED _ - 
Special Tria! « Any size Kodak film de- SONG WRITER send me one 


® 
4 i Offer: 

veloped for be; prints 2c each. Over-night serv- of your poems 
pire <° cxpert w Roanoke Photo Finishing | | today on any subject. I will compose the music. 


t 
1.829 Sen & 2 Ye. Frank Radner, 6048 Prairie Avenue, Dept. 658, Chicago, Ill, 



















E want your best original sugges- 
tions for saving time, money and 
strength in housework of all kinds. 
We will pay one dollar for each avail- 
able contribution. Unaccepted manu- 
y scripts will be returned if an addressed, i 
stamped envelope is enclosed. | 
| Address: Housekeeping Exchange, 
McCall’s Magazine, 236-250 West 

| 37th Street, New York City. 
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Xmas Gifts 
of the Right Sort 


OW well a Cintas on gout & pasind comnts an 
upon its cost t upon t 
judgment with which it is selected, Now, olin . 
*Faultless Tea Aprons” are a unusual gift 
which are sure to be warmly welcor are allerubber 


and easily clean 
has mein shoulder stra + los or green oeny 
with white trimming and white bedp ith blue, green, 
cr white trimming, por A ‘S100 00, Muses’ 95 5c, 
ildren's 85c. “* Faultless 
Natural Sponges” (rubber) 
look just like a natural sponge 
but give better and longer service. 
Feel soft and smooth on the skin. 
Sterilizing in boiling water keeps 
them sanitary and net injure 
them. _Wring out like a wash 
cloth, Make fine grcrenie. 
Three sizes — 25c, , $1.00. 
ure Faultless Te ” Aprons 
od Faultless we Sponges 
“me have 
hem, order 


oa aa Rubber Co. 
Dept 2069 Ashland, Ohio 


Gift of Comfort 


To anybody who “‘feels cold weather” 
there is hardly any other gift which will 
be so welcome as a, quality, hot 
water bottle. No.40°* Wearever’ Water 

is moulded-in-one-piece without 
seams or bindings to open or 
loosen and cause leaks, Gives 
long, faithful, satisfactory service. 
Has patented Neck — 
easy-to-fill and comfortable- 























No. 24 ““Wearever™ fou 

Syringe in every point of quality 

and cnavice, is the companion 

cof No. 49 Water Bottle 

h No. 40 and No. 24 may 

be obtained from your dealer. 

If you have difficulty in securing 
either, advise us. 


The Faultless Rubber Co. 
Dept. 2069 Ashland, Ohio 


FAULTLESS 









REG.U.S. PAT, OFF. 


RUBBER GOODS 


A postal card sent today will put you 
on the sure, easy road to independ- 
ence. We want keen, live, energetic 

men and women in every section of the country to 
introduce our famous 


@ZANOL PRODUCTS 


Over 300 guaranteed Food Products and Household Ne- 
cessities that are in demand in every home. Build upa big 
profitable business and have a steady income. No capital 
needed. Wesupply everything. Send postal today and get 
full particulars about our new money-making plan. The 
minute you receive it you are ready for business. 
AMERICAN PRODUCTS CO. 


Christmas 
Greeting 
Cards 


Special assortment of Christ- 
mas Greeting Cards; newest 
designs and finest sentiments. 
Envelopes to match. Nearly 
all steel die stamped. A guar- 
anteed value of $2.05—our price only $1.00 
for 30. 

FREE—Special, illustrated Leaflet, show- 
ing complete assortment. Send Today. 
BAIRD - NORTH CO. Dept. B, Providence, R. |. 




























LANE BRYANT Maternity 
Clothes enable you todress styl- 
ishly during all stages of matern- 
uty and after y comes as well 


Latest modes, cleverly designed 


to conceal condition Patented ad- 
jJustments provide ample expansion 

Beautiful Style Book of Matermty 
Coats, Suits, Dresses, Skirts, Cor- 
sets. Sent FREE. Writefor it today. 


Lane Bryant 2250s rien ive New York 
Acents! A Sate In Every Home 
Take orders for our beautiful 
‘e 1Yr.75c 2 YEARS $1 5 yrs.32 
Averages over 100 per issue — tells 


Dress Goods, Silks, Wash Fab- 
rics aud General Yard Goods. 
Our agents get big business 
pages 
how to feed, house and breed; how to secure high egg 
ae how to hatch and rear poultry successfully. 
Established 1874. Only 25cfor4 mos, Stamps accepted. 


Nearly 1000 handsome fabric 
American Poultry Journal,50 -523 th Ct., Chi 


A NEW OIL LAMP 















Write today! 
Importing & 


National 
Mtg. Co., Dept. 38 X 
573 Broadway, N. Y. 


American Poultry Journal 


Oldest, Largest and Best 
4 T2274 25 cts. 


















BURNS 94% AIR 
M. G. Johnson, 609 W. Lake St.. Chicago, II!., the inventor 
of a wonderful new oi! lamp that burns 9°, air and beats 


gas or electricity, is offering to give one to the first 
user in each locality who will help introduce it. Write 
bim for particulars. Agents wanted. 
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osing 103 Ibs. to Music! 


Wallace Makes New Record Reducing 


Mrs. Derby in Less Than Four Months 
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| The SwornStatement of 





Three Quincy Citizens 


We, the undersigned, have known 
Mr:. Harry Derby for years. Her amaz- 
ing reduction by Wallace records came under 
our almost daily observation. We hereby 
testify to the entire truth of statements 
| that follow. 


| fe 


SS SSS SS — 





By Wiuuram R. Durein 
QUINCY, ILLS.—In a happy little com- 


munity of homes which fringe Vine street, I 
discovered Quincy’s happiest woman. All be- 
cause she accepted an in- 
vitation to try a novel 
| way of getting rid of a 
i 
| 





mountainous burden of 
flesh. Only last January, 
she was fat beyond hope. 
By May, her weight was 


normal! 








To readers who are 
overweight—a few pounds, 
or many—I shall offer 
Mrs. Derby’s amazing 
experience, just as it was 
related to me: 
































‘*When the postman brought the phonograph 
record with a free reducing lesson, I never 
dreamed Mr, Wallace could make me weigh 
what I should. The best I had hoped for was a 
little relief—for I could scarcely get around, I 
wae so heavy. 


“The first few days of the course showed 
nothing, except I guess I felt better. After a 
time I began to lose. One day at market I 
stepped on the scales, and saw I had lost twenty 
pounds, Needless to say,I kept on with the rec- 
ords. Each week showed a little more reduction, 
until before long the neighbors all noticed the dif- 
ference. I kept on losing right along, and I finally 





BEFORE 


AFTER 


ASTONISHING CHANGE BROUGHT ABOUT BY ONLY FOUR MONTHS’ USE OF THE FAMOUS WALLACE 
REDUCING RECORDS—THE PICTURES ARE OF MRS. HARRY DERBY, 1100 VINE ST., QUINCY, ILLINOIS, 
READ HOW SHE GOT THIN TO MUSIC 


started the Wallace course, just because it all 
looked and sounded too good to be true. There is 
nothing to “‘take,” you don’t have to starve; 
just a few movements with a thrill to each— 
that seem all too short because they are set to 
music. I guess it’s the sheer fun of doing it that 
starts so many men and women on the melody 
method of reducing. But it’s the sudden, certain 
results—the fat that’s played away to the tune 
of a pound a day—that keeps them enthusiastic- 
ally at it, and telling others about it. 


Benefitted in Appearance 
and in Health 


Mr. Newman, Quincy photographer (notice 
his signature to statement above), took two 
photos of Mrs. Harry Derby which are repro- 
duced here, This is an indisputable evidence of 
Mrs. Derby’s improvement—just as the camera 
saw it. I only wish you could see the lady her- 
self! Not a sign of flabbiness, nor a wrinkle to 
show where the excess flesh had been. I am al- 
most willing to believe her assertion: ‘‘I can 
now do anything a 15- 





was down to the size my last pictures hows.” — 


An Easy Method 


Now, one might think 103 lbs. reduc- 
tion in only four months required the 
most strenuous efforts. But Mrs. Derby 
did nothing extraordinary; she followed 
the regular instruction that Wallace | 
gives anybody. It was no harder to reduce 
her than those but ten, twelve, or 
twenty pounds overweight—it merely 
required more time. 


To get thin to music is really a *ark” com- 


pared to any other method of reducing. In fact, 


Mr. Harry Derby told me his household was 


frankly skeptical of real results when his wife 





year-old girl can do!” 


I have met scores 
who restored normal 
weight and measure- 
ments by Wallace’s 
novel, and so enjoyable 
method. My sister re- 
duced by it, so did a 
brother; and two aunts 
of mine swear by it. 
Forty or fifty Ibs. reduction through use of these 
remarkable records is fairly common. But Mrs. 
Derby’s achievement —103 pounds in a few 
days less than four months—sets a new record, 





Are you overweight? And if you are, why re- 


main so? A normal figure is possible to anyone who 
has a phonograph and will give Wallace's music 
method of reducing 
a chance. The 
above should be 
sufficient proof of 
this, but Wallace 
still offers free 
proof in your 
own case. 





Your simple 
request on the 
handy form be- 
low brings the full first lesson free of any charge 
whatever. A_ regular-sized, and double-face 
phonograph record, and photographic chart with 
complete instructions. Pay nothing; promise 
nothing, except to ¢ry it. Results will cause you 
to send for the rest of his course in a hurry. 








Don’t ponder another day as to whether 
Wallace can reduce you. Tear out this coupon, 
and let him prove he can. 


Important: Wallace is the originator of Re- 
ducing Records, and they are the result of many 
years’ study and experience. Records without the 
name Wallace are NOT Reducing Records. 
WALLACE, 

630 S. Wabash Ave., Chicago: 

Please send record for the first reducing iesson; 
free and prepaid. I will either enroll, or mail 
back your record at the end of a five-day trial. 


ee ee See ee 
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Canadian Address: 62 Albert St., Winnipeg. 
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Because her friends 
were prudish 


AYBE it was her 
mother’s fault. She 
must have known and 
might have told her. 
Certainly various of 
her intimate friends had 
noticed it from time to 
time. She had many 
close chums among the 
girls of her acquaint- 
ance. And they knew 
each other so well that 
they had scarcely any 
secrets from each other. 
Yet no one—not a soul 
—had the courage to tell 
her. People simply do 
not speak about it some- 
how or other—even the 
most intimate of friends. 


* * * 


Of course, halitosis (the 
scientific term for unpleas- 
ant breath) is wot a very 
pleasant subject; yet why 
should it be allowed to stand 
in the way of some one’s 
happiness ? 

Particularly, when avery 
simple precaution will cor- 
rect pa a condition. 

Most cases of halitosis, 
fortunately, are only tem- 
porary, due to some local 
condition in the mouth. 
(When it is chronic, of 
course, a physician’s advice 
should be sought.) 

Listerine, the well-known 
antiseptic, used regularly as a 
mouth-wash and gargle, will 
usually defeat halitosis. It halts 
food fermentation and its re- 
markable deodorizing proper- 
ties leave the breath sweet, 
fresh and clean. 

Fastidious people every- 
where are making this use of 
Listerine a regular part of 
their daily toilet routine. 

It is a simple, scientific pre 
caution that quickly ends any 
misgivings you may have about 
your breath. It puts you on 
the safe and polite side. 

Better provide yourself with 
a bottle of Listerine today. All 
druggists have it.—Lambert 
Pharmacal Company, Saint 
Louis, U. 8. A. 
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date not a year more than thirty, despite 
the hard life he had lived from boyhood. 
He was still the handsomest man at 
Charles’s court, with his long-shaped dark 
blue eyes under very level brows, his fine 
nose and chin, and his humorous, sensitive, 
sensual mouth. Yet at sight, instinctively, 
Miss Farquharson disliked him. She ap- 
prehended under all that beauty of person 
something sinister. But he was a man 
whom, in spite of all instinctive warnings, 
she must use with consideration. 

On his side, the duke found himself 
lost in admiration now that at close quarters 
he beheld her slim loveliness. For lovely 
she was, and the blush which his scrutiny 
had drawn to her cheeks, heightening that 
loveliness, almost disposed him to believe 
Etheredge’s assertion of her virtue. 


HEN at length he left her, her sense 

of exaltation was all gone. She 

could not have told you why, but 
the Duke of Buckingham’s approval up- 
lifted her no longer. 

Daily now was the duke to be seen 
in a box at the theater in London’s Inn 
Fields, and daily he sent her in token of 
his respectful homage gifts of flowers and 
comfits. He would have added jewels, but 
from that Etheredge restrained him. 

So he sought subtly to lull her caution 
and intoxicate her senses with the sweet 
poison of flattery, whilst discussing with 
her the play he was to write. At the 
end of a week he announced to her that 
the first act was already written. 

“T have labored day and night,” he told 
her, “driven relentlessly by the inspiration 
you have furnished me. When will you 
hear me read it?” 

It was intoxicating—this homage to her 
talent from one of his gifts and station, 
the close associate of kings, and it stifled— 
temporarily at least—the last qualm of 
her intuition which had warned her against 
this radiant gentleman. 

“When you will, since Your Grace does 
me so much honor!” 

“Shall it be tomorrow then? I shall 
have some friends to join you as audience 
to hear what I have written. There shall 
be one or two ladies from the King’s House; 
perhaps Miss Seymour from the Duke’s here 
will join us; maybe even His Majesty will 
honor us.” 

Her mind was in a whirl. A supper 


Fortune’s Fool 


[Continued from page 58] 


Buckingham sprang up, and _ several 
others rose with him to give a proper wel- 
come to the belated guest. 

She stood at gaze, breathless and sud- 
denly pale on the summit of the three steps 
that led down to the level of the chamber, 
her startled, dilating eyes pondering fear- 
fully that scene of abandonment. She saw 
little Anne Seymour, whom she knew, 
struggling and laughing in the arms of Sir 
Thomas Ogle. 

Lastly she saw the tall white figure of 
the duke advancing toward her, his eyes 
narrowed, a half-smile on his full lips, both 
hands outheld in welcome. From pale that 
they had been, her cheeks—her whole body 
it seemed to her—had flamed a vivid scarlet. 

Fascinated, she watched His Grace’s 
advance for a moment. Then she turned 
and fled, with the feelings of one who had 
looked down for a moment into the pit 
of hell and drawn back in shuddering horror. 

Behind her fell a dead silence of as- 
tonishment. It endured whilst you might 
have counted six. Then a great peal of 
demoniac laughter came like an explosion. 

Down the long, paneled gallery she ran 
as we run in a nightmare, making for all 
her efforts but indifferent speed upon the 
polished slippery floor, gasping for breath 
in her terror of a pursuit of which she 
fancied that already she heard the steps 
behind her. She reached the hall, darted 
across this, and across the vestibule, her 
light silk mantle streaming behind her, and 
so gained at last the open door, stared at 
by lackeys, who wondered, but made no 
attempt to stay her. 

Too late came the shout from the pursu- 
ing duke ordering them to do so. By 
then she was already in the courtyard, and 
running like a hare for the gateway that 
opened upon Whitehall. Out of this the 
hackney-coach that had brought her was 
at that moment slowly rumbling. Panting 
she overtook it, just as the driver brought 
it to a halt in obedience to her cry. 

“To Salisbury Court,’ she gasped. 
“Drive quickly!” 

She was in, and she had slammed the 
door as the duke’s lackeys—three of them 
—tran alongside the vehicle, bawling their 
commands to stop. She flung half her 
body through the window on the other 
side to countermand the order. 

“Drive on! Drive quickly, in God’s 
name!” 


“Seek me again here tomorrow morn- 
ing. Your commission shall be made out.” 

The colonel departed, jubilant. And 
back to the Paul’s Head he came with 
his soaring spirits, and called for a bottle 
of the best Canary. Mistress Quinn read 
the omens shrewdly. 

“Your affairs at Whitehall have pros- 
pered, then?” said she. 

Holles reclined in an armchair, his 
head thrown back, a pipe between his lips. 

“Aye. They’ve prospered. Beyond my 
desserts,” said he, smiling at the ceiling. 

“Never that, colonel. For that’s not 
possible.” She beamed upon him, proffer- 
ing the full stoup. He paused to drink a 
quarter of the wine. Then, as he set down 
the vessel on the table at his elbow, he told 
her of his good fortune. 

Her countenance grew overcast. He was 
touched to note it, inferring from this mani- 
fest regret at his departure that he had 
made a friend in Mistress Quinn. 

“And when do you go?” 

“In a week’s time.” 

“But where’s the need to go at all, when 
as I’ve told you already such a man as 
yourself should be thinking of settling down 
at home and taking a wife?” 

She realized that the time had come to 
deliver battle. It was now or never. 

“You're a proper man, and you've a 
name and a position to offer. There’s many 
a wealthy woman of modest birth would 
be glad of you.” 

“Faith! You think of everything. Carry 
your good offices further than mere advice, 
Mistress Quinn. Find me this wealthy, and 
accommodating lady, and I'll consider the 
rejection of this Indian office. But you'll 
need to make haste, for there’s only a week.” 

It was a laughing challenge, made on 
the assumption that it would not be taken 
up, and as she looked away uncomfortably 
under his glance, his laughter increased. 

“That’s not quite so easy as advising, 
is it?” he rallied her. She commanded her- 
self, and looked him squarely in the eyes. 

“O yes it is,” she assured him. “If 
you were serious I could soon produce the 
lady—a comely enough woman of about 
your own age, mistress of thirty thousand 
pounds and some property besides.” 

That sobered him. He stared at her a 
moment, the pipe between his fingers. 

“And she would marry a vagabond? 
Odds my life! What ails her? Thirty 
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party at Wallingford House, at which in a 
sense she was to be the guest of honor, 
and which the King himself might attend! 


N the evening of that Saturday that 

had seen the meeting between Holles 

and Tucker, His Grace of Buckingham 
was sitting down to supper with a merry 
company in the great dining-room of 
Wallingford House. 

Eleven sat down to a table that was 
laid for twelve. The chair on the duke’s 
right stood empty. The guest of honor 
had not yet arrived. At the last moment 
she had sent a message that she was un- 
avoidably detained. 

It was in part a fiction. There was 
nothing to detain Miss Farquharson beyond 
a revival of her uneasy intuitions, which 
warned her against the increase of intimacy 
that would attend her inclusion in the 
duke’s supper-party. The play, however, 
was another affair. Therefore she would 
so time her arrival that she would find 
supper at an end and the reading about 
to begin. As the truth was that there 
was no first act in existence, for the Duke 
had not yet written a line of it and prob- 
ably never would, and that supper was to 
provide the whole entertainment, it follows 
that this would be protracted and that 
however late she came she was likely still 
to find the party at table. 

The feast was worthy of the exalted 
host, worthy of that noble room lighted 
by a hundred candles in colossal gilded 
girandoles. Supper was done, and still 
they kept the table, over their wine, wait- 
ing for that belated guest whose seat con- 
tinued vacant. 

Above that empty place sat the duke— 
a dazzling figure in a suit of shimmering 
white satin with diamond buttons that 
looked like drops of water. Enthroned in 
his great gilded chair, he seemed to sit 
apart, absorbed, aloof, fretted by the ab- 
sence of the lady in whose honor he had 
spread this feast. 

In the midst of the drunken tumult the 
twin doors behind the duke were thrown 
suddenly. open by a chamberlain, whose 
voice rang solemnly above the general din. 

“Miss Sylvia Farquharson, may it please 
Your Grace.” 

There was a momentary pause as of 
surprise; then louder than ever rose their 
voices in hilarious acclamation of the an- 
nouncement. 


The coach rolled on, and Miss Far- 
quharson sank back to breathe at last, to 
recover from her nameless terror. 

Ned Tucker did not long leave his 
proposal to Holles unconfirmed. As day 
followed day without word from Albe- 
marle, Holles approached the conclusion 
that things were indeed as Tucker had 
represented them. His hopes sank, and his 
dread of that score of his which was daily 
mounting at the Paul’s Head added to his 
despair. 


N Monday Tucker, accompanied by a 
gentleman named Rathbone, came 
with a very definite proposal. They 
offered Holles a position which in an 
established government would have been 
dazzling. It was dazzling even as things 
were, to one in his desperate case, driven 
to the need of making a gambler’s throw. 

A tap at the door interrupted them. 
Mistress Quinn came in with a letter for 
Colonel Holles. 

Twice he read that letter before he 
spoke. The unexpected had happened, and 
it had happened at the eleventh hour, barely 
in time to arrest him on the brink of what 
might well prove a precipice. 

“Luck has stood your friend sooner 
than we could have hoped,” wrote Albe- 
marle. “A military post in the Indies has, 
as I learn from letters just received, fallen 
vacant. If you will wait upon me here 
at the Cockpit this afternoon you shall be 
further informed.” 

When Mistress Quinn had departed to 
convey his answer to the messenger, the 
two uneasy conspirators started up. Holles 
placed Albemarle’s letter on the table. 
Tucker snatched it up. 

“And you have answered—what?” he 
demanded. 

“That I will wait upon His Grace this 
afternoon as he requires of me.” 

They stalked out resentfully. But Tucker 
returned alone a moment later. 

“Randal,” he said, “it may be that upon 
reflection you will come to see the error 
of linking yourself to a government that 
cannot endure, to the service of a king 
against whom the hand of Heaven is al- 
ready raised. If so, you know where to 
find me.” They shook hands and parted. 

That afternoon he waited upon Albe- 
marle, who gave him particulars of the ap- 
pointment he had to offer. It was an 
office’ of importance, and the pay was good. 


thousand pounds! I could set up as a 
country gentleman on that.” 

“Then why don’t you?” 

Really, she was bewildering, he thought. 

“Because there’s no such woman.” 

“And if there was?” 

“But there isn’t.” 

“T tell you there is.” 

“Where is she, then?” 

Mistress Quinn moved away from the 
table, and round to his side of it. 

“She is here!” 

“Here?” he echoed. She drew nearer, 
so that she was almost beside him. 

“Here in this room,” she insisted, softly. 

He looked up at her still uncomprehend- 
ing. Then as he observed the shy smile 
with which she sought to dissemble her 
agitation, the truth broke upon him at last. 

The clay stem of his pipe snapped be- 
tween his fingers, and he dived after the 
pieces, glad of any pretext to remove his 
eyes from her face and give him a moment 
in which to consider how he should con- 
duct himself in this novel and surprising 
situation. 

When he came up again his face was 
flushed, which may have been from the 
lowering of his head. He rose, and set 
the pieces of the broken pipe on the table. 
Standing thus, he spoke gently, horribly 
embarrassed. 

“T . . . I had no notion of ca 
of your meaning .” And there he 
broke down. But his embarrassment en- 
couraged her. Again she came close. 

“And now that you know it, colonel?” 
she whispered. 

die I don’t know what to say.” 

His mind was beginning to recover its 
functions. He understood at last why a 
person of his shabby exterior and obvious 
neediness should have been given unlimited 
credit in this house. 

“Then say nothing at all, colonel dear,” 
she was purring. “Save that you'll put 
from you all notion of sailing to the 
Indies!” 

ae ts but my word is pledged 
already.” It was a straw at which he 
clutched, desperately. The effect was to 
bring her closer still, and she set a hand 
upon his shoulder as she spoke, coaxingly, 
persuasively. 

“But it was pledged before . . . before 
you knew of this. His Grace will under- 
stand. You’ve but to explain.” 

{Turn to page 81] 
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JEAUTIFUL hair is not a matter of 
S B || luck, it is simply a matter of care. 
, || You, too, can have beautiful hair 4 
if you care for it properly. Beau- . 
tiful hair depends almost entirely upon the 
: care you give it. 
: Shampooing is always the most important 
. thing. 

It is the shampooing which brings out 
> the real life and lustre, natural wave and 
“E color, and makes your hair soft, fresh and ¢ 
| luxuriant. 

1 While your hair simply needs frequent and 

regular washing, to keep it beautiful, it can- 
: not stand the harsh effect of ordinary soaps. 
j The free alkali in ordinary soaps soon dries 
( the scalp, makes the hair brittle and ruins it. 
! That is why discriminating women use 
‘ Mulsified cocoanut oil shampoo. This clear, 
| pure and entirely greaseless product cannot 
er | possibly injure, and it does not dry the scalp, 


or make the hair brittle, no matter how often 

9 you use it. 
Simply put two or three teaspoonfuls of 
| Mulsihed in a cup or glass with a little warm 
| water. Then wet the hair and scalp with 


; clear warm water. Pour the Mulsified evenly Na 
over the hair and rub it in thoroughly. Two , 


~ ’ \ ; 
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a | or three teaspoonfuls will cleanse the hair 
| and scalp perfectly. It makes an abundance : 

4a of rich, creamy lather, which rinses out easily, 
, removing every particle of dust, dirt, dan- 

druff and excess oil. The hair dries quickly 

and evenly, and has the appearance of being 

much thicker and heavier than it really is. It 

leaves the scalp soft and the hair fine and 

a silky, bright, fresh-looking and fluffy, wavy 

and easy to manage. 
You can get Mulsified cocoanut oil sham- 
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poo at any drug store or toilet goods counter - 
anywhere in the world. A 4-oz. bottle 
should last for months. 
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1- Use plenty of lather. 
iz Rub it in thoroughly 
and briskly with 
- the finger tips. 
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ly The final rinsing should 
i " leave the hair soft 
and silky in 
: . the water 
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; When thoroughly clean, 
r / wet hair fairly squeaks 
t s when you pullit through 
~ your fingers. 
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No. 2968, LapIEs’ AND 
Misses’ Coat. Size 36 
requires 2% yards of 
54-inch material. Short 
coats are quite in the 
mode, especially when 
adorned with em- 
broidery. Transfer No 
1154 may be used 


aLsseetive 


2973 Jacket Blouse 


iees, 34-42 
5 sieges, 34-4 2975 Blouse 
6 sizes, 34-44 


2968 Coat 
6 sizes, 14-16 yrs. 
3 






No. 2973, Lapres’ Jacket No. 2975, LapiEs’ BLovuse. 
Bouse; with convertible Size 36 requires 254 yards 
collar. Size 36 requires 2 of 40-inch material. Low- 
yards of 40-inch material. waisted and fitting snugly 
The new jacket blouses about the hips is this new 
made of brocade fabrics type of blouse giving a 
are smart with plain skirts. jacket effect. 


THE OUTLOOK 


By 
ANNE RITTENHOUSE 




























































6-42 
Transfer No. 1154 









after the final Paris collections. Much is shown to 

Americans to catch their fancy and to deplete their 

bank accounts, which they frantically turn from 
dollars to francs each day after reading the morning paper. 
Parenthetically, be it said, that Americans were never so 
interested in French politics as now. They realize that each 
political utterance affects the exchange. 

The collections shown through November to the Ameri- 
can women in Paris were the same as those shown to the 
commercialists in August, but at the end of November the 
infiltration of public judgment into the front lines of 
fashion changed the formations. Certain groups of gowns 
dropped out. Other gowns went forward. The dressmakers 
were being influenced by their clientéle. It is always thus. 
The dressmakers send out trial balloons. The verdict for 
the season which wins the battle is made by the public. 
That fact gives us, the public, a bit of arrogance and much 
confidence. 

Wouldn’t you like to know what the shrewd American 
public has chosen in Paris? What the French have chosen 
is not important to you. Each nation must have its own 
standard, each nation popularizes its own output of clothes. 

It might be well for you to know that the Americans 
are buying the matelassé fabrics in quantity. They like the 
deeply indented designs, but they are warned that such 
weaves may become common before the New Year. There 
are new weaves of this kind of material, but you may not 
have them in America, so it is useless to describe them. 
What you may wish to know, because it is important, is 
that crépe de Chine stands high for frocks. 

Jenny, the dressmaker who is popular among Americans, 
has given them a wool rep that she substitutes for serge. 
Few dressmakers use satin. There is a crépe satin for young 
girls which has prestige. Older women will wear velvet. 
This fabric reappears in a vast majority of models for 
evening, in wraps, as decoration, in hats. The Chinese 
brocades are chosen for separate jackets and evening wear. 

[Turn to page 66] 


Ts pendulum of fashion swings back and forward 





am mag Ce 
(Prery* 
= 


FAME 


Gj “ae * 
PY, 
‘ 


." 
N 


2964 Evening 
ress 

7 sizes, 14-16 yrs 
36-44 


No. 2940, LapIEs’ No. 2964, Lapres’ 
Dress; four-piece AND Mu§sses’ Eve- 
skirt with uneven NING DRESS; two- 
lower edge. Size 36 piece draped skirt 
requires 1144 yards of with side panels in 
36-inch material for train effect. Size 
waist and 37 yards 36 requires 3% 
of 40-inch for skirt. yards of 40-inch 
Width, 3% yards. material, and % 
Metallic cloth with yard of 40-inch ma- 
velvet would be terial for camisole. 
charming for this Width at lower 
dress. 2940 2973 2975 2968 2964 edge, 1% yards. 








2940 Dress 
6 sizes, 34-44 
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HERE is a fabric imitated from the Indo- 

Chine materials which accents the kind of 
embroidery we associate with India. American 
women are also choosing short suéde jackets, 
slightly decorated; they are in the color of the 
frock with which they are worn. 

Jeanne Lanvin has led the way toward a 
tailored suit that suits the American ideas. It 
has a short jacket, a straight skirt, a crépe de 
Chine blouse to match the velvet or cloth of the 
coat. The silhouette is youthful because the 
jacket reaches just to the upper curve of the hips. 
It has a high collar, usually of fur. 

Jenny has a short jacket, somewhat similar, 
but she makes it of the new astrakhan cloth in- 
stead of plain material. American girls choose 
this suit, but Jenny is making a different kind 
of street costume for older women. It is a 
success. It is of gray cloth, quite supple in its 
movement and the hem of coat and skirt is scal- 
loped and bound with black. The jacket has one 
button placed slightly below the waistline; the 
long revers run down to this button. But here is 
the novel touch: the bare neck is covered with a 
wide, riding-habit cravat of henna-colored velvet 
ribbon; its ends also run to the button at the 
waist, going under the revers, acting as a miniature 
waistcoat. 

Bear this cravat well in mind because it has 
significance. It is one of the several attempts 
to persuade women to wear high collars. The 
reason for its existence goes deeper than that, 
however. It is the French insistence upon the 
omission of fur. The dressmakers here admit 
that peltry is scarce because the Russian supply 
is finished. They also claim that Americans 
prefer to have fur put on their garments at 
home. They get it cheaper and avoid paying duty. 

The separate collar gains in power. Soon it 
will become attached to the necks of our frocks 
and we may come to the knowledge that, despite 
our wishes, the open neck has gone. Each dress- 
maker takes a fling at a separate collar, but the 
basic idea is the Victorian choker, 
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9 sizes, 34-50 
Transfer No. 1008 





2942 Dress 


[Wy 9 sizes, 34-50 


2925 Dress 
7 sizes, 34-46 





No. 2925, Lapres’ Strp-On 
Dress; four-piece skirt; no 
hem allowed. Size 36 re- 
quires 374 yards of 40-inch 
material, and 3% yard of 40- 
inch chiffon for collar. Width 
2% yards. 


No. 2942, Lapres’ Sir-On 
Dress; 36-inch length from 
natural waistline; no hem al- 
lowed. Size 36 requires 3% 
yards of 54-inch material 
Width at lower edge, 1% 
yards. 


No. 2961, Lapres’ Dress. Size 
36 requires 234 yards of _54- 
inch material. Width at lower 
edge, 1544 yards. Transfer No 
1066 may be used to trim. 





No. 2857, Lapties’ No. 2957, LapIEs’ 
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Strp-On Dress. Size 
36 requires 334 yards 
of 40-inch material. 
Width, 1% yards. 
For hat and buckle 
trimming, Transfer 
No. 1225 may be 
used. 


No. 2943, LapIeEs’ 
Dress; uneven lower 
edge; no hem allowed. 
Size 36 requires 2% 
yards of 54-inch ma- 
terial. Width at lower 
edge, 142 yards. Wide 
silk braid trims this 
twill dress. 


Strp-On Dress; clos- 
ing at shoulder and 
underarm; six - piece 
skirt. Size 36 requires 
43% yards of 40-inch 
material. Width at 
lower edge of skirt, 
3% yards. 


No. 2966, LapDIEs’ 
Dress. Size 36 re- 
quires 334 yards of 
40-inch material 
Width, 1% yards. 
Transfer No. 1130 is 
suggested as a smart 
braid trimming which 
is easily worked. 





‘ | 
| 2957 Dress 
Li jb 2966 Dress 6 sizes, 34-44 2943 Dress 2857 Dress 
9 sizes, 34-5 “ 6 sizes, 34-44 
2961 Transfer No. 113@ 6 sizes, 34-44 Transfer No. 1225 
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2943 Dress 


6 sizes, 34-44 


No. 2943, Lapres’ Dress; 36- 
inch length from natural 
waistline; uneven lower edge. 
Size 36 requires 4% yards of 
40-inch material and %4 yard 
of 40-inch contrasting ma- 
terial. Width, 1% yards. 


No. 2960, Lapzes’ 


Width, 2% yards. 


No. 2957, Lapres’ 
Dress; closing at 


edge, 3% yards. 


No. 2946, LAapIEs’ 
Strp-On Dress; 37- 
inch length from 
natural waistline; 3- 
inch hem allowed. 
Size 36 requires 4 
yards of 40-inch ma- 
terial and 4% yard of 
36-inch contrasting. 
Width, 15% yards. 


No. 2941, LapIeEs’ 
Dress. Size 36 re- 
quires 3 yards of 54- 
inch material, and 1% 
yards of 6-inch rib- 
bon for inset. Width, 
1% yards. This de- 
sign may be trimmed 
with braiding for 
which Transfer No. 
819 is suggested. 
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Sirp-ON 
Dress; kimono sleeves; four- 
piece skirt. Size 36 requires 
5% yards of 36-inch material. 
Transfer 
No. 1224 may be used to trim. 


Siip-ONn 
shoulder 
and underarm; six-piece skirt ; 
no hem allowed. Size 36 re- 
quires 534 yards of 40-inch 


material. Width at lower 





2960 Dress 
6 sizes, 34-44 
Transfer No. 1224 


No. 2963, LapDIEs’ 
D RES §; five-piece 
skirt; 37-inch length 
from natural waist- 
line; no hem allowed. 
Size 36 requires 33%4 
yards of 40-inch ma- 
terial Width at 
lower edge, 1% yards. 


No. 2940, LapIeEs’ 
Dress; four - piece 
skirt with uneven 
lower edge; 37-inch 
length from natural 
waistline; no hem al- 
lowed. Size 36 re- 
quires 5% yards of 
45-inch material. 
Width at lower edge, 
3% yards. 
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ESPITE the gay blouses that were shown to 
the American commercialists at the beginning 
of the season, the American women appear to 
prefer the blouse to match the coat. It may be a 
separate blouse, it may be part of a frock, but it 
is in crépe de Chine and it is built with simplicity. 
The length of the blouse is governed by the 
length of line from shoulders to hips. The 
American does not adhere to one fashion. If she 
is youthful in build she accepts Lanvin’s short 
blouse with its turn-over hem like a cuff. If she 
is long of line with a heavy waist, she adopts the 
long blouse of Renée with its belt well down 
on the hips. 

American women are not accepting the long, 
tight sleeves as quickly as the French thought 
they would. Short sleeves are not the fashion, 
but the public wears them, as though the dress- 
makers had never delivered the verdict. Evening 
gowns have no sleeves. There’s no argument 
about that. On that subject there is a perfectly 
established Franco-American Entente. But there 
is a rift between them in the matter of evening 
décolletage. Americans prefer the collar-bone 
décolletage, but the new fashion calls for a girdle 
bodice with ornamental straps over the shoulders. 
It is an exact imitation of the revealing bodice 
that completely upset the American reformers in 
the year 1916. The reformers won when America 
went to war, for women, by common consent, 
wore clothes that suggested earnestness and re- 
sponsibility. They liked these clothes so much 
that no dressmaker has been able to change the 
silhouette. This season, however, the formal 
evening gown reappears. It exposes the neck and 
shoulders, also the arms. Only a fragmentary 
piece of material is needed for the bodice. 

Lanvin has persuaded some Americans to adopt 
an early Italian evening gown with a deep bertha 
of silver lace which covers the top of the arms; 
but opposed to this style, Jenny is making 
theater gowns which consist of transparent white 
crépe at the back between shoulders and waistline, 
over which she places fragile lace. 
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2941 Dress 


2957 Dress 
6 sizes, 34-44 
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2946 Dress 9 sizes, 34-50 2940 2963 Dress 2940 Dress 


9 sizes, 34-50 Transfer No. 819 9 sizes, 34-50 6 sizes, 34-44 
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Fruitof | 


the Loom 





The miracle 
of the washtub 


One of the surprising things 
about Fruit of the Loom is 
that it comes out of the 
washtub even better than it 
went in. 

There is no foreign sub- 
stance in Fruit of the Loom 
—it is all pure cotton, fine, 
evenly woven, durable. 

Pillow cases made of Fruit 
of the Loom wear unusually 
long; they are even better 
looking after laundering; and 
the pillow ticking doesn’t 
show through. 

Seventy years ago women 
bought Fruit of the Loom 
because they knew it was the 
best fabric they could buy for 
pillow cases. Today women 
buy it for the same reason. It 
is better than ever, because of 
modern methods in making it. 

The name, Fruit of the 
Loom, is stamped on the 
selvage of every yard; and the 
label is on every ready-made 
pillow case. 

Send for a sample of the new 
Fruit of the Loom Nainsook, 
lighter in weight than “Fruit,” 
a beautiful fabric designed to 
fill the need of a material for 
fine underwear. 


B. B. & R. KNIGHT, Inc. 


Also makers of 


Alpine Rose, Hero and Other Fine Cotton Fabrics 


CONVERSE & COMPANY 


Selling Agents 
88 Worth Street, New York 























“When Molly Married”’ 
An interesting story of the many uses of Fruit of 
the Loom — some that you never dreamed of — is 
told in our booklet, ““When Molly Married.”” We 
wiil be glad to send it to 


you, free, rogether with 


samples of Fruit of the Loon The attached 

coupon is for your convenience 

ES ee a 
Converse & Company, 


Dept. K, 88 Worth St., New York 


Dear Sirs: Please send me. without charg 
your booklet When Molly Married and 
semples of Fruit of the Loom Nainsook 

Name 

Street 

City State 
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Fulness of Skirts Makes Up For 


Scantness of Waists 













































No. 2932, Misses’ Dress; suitable 
for small women; four-piece skirt 
with uneven lower edge; no hem 


allowed. Size 16 requires 5 yards 
of 40-inch material. Width, 3% 
yards. A charming version of the 
plain waist and full skirt 


No. 2936, Misses’ Dress; suitable 
for small women; four-piece skirt 
with shirred insets; no hem allowed. 
Size 16 requires 25¢ yards of 36-inch 
material, and 2% yards of 36-inch 
contrasting for insets. Width, 3% 
yards 


No. 2799, Misses’ Basque Dress; 
suitable for small women; four-piece 
skirt attached to lining; 3-inch hem 
allowed. Size 16 requires 4% yards 
of 36-inch material. Width at lower 
edge, 334 yards. 


No. 2938, Misses’ Dress; suitable 
for small women; four-piece skirt; 
uneven lower edge; no hem allowed. 
Size 16 requires 43@ yards of 40- 
inch material, and 4 yard of 36- 
inch for collar. Width, 334 yards 
Transfer No. 1216 may be used for 
girdle ornament. 








No. 2861, Musses’ Dress; suitable 
for small women; two-piece skirt; 
3-inch hem allowed. Size 16 re- 
quires 254 yards of 40-inch material 
and 17¢ yards of 36-inch for skirt. 
Width at lower edge, 114 yaras 


No. 2947, Musses’ Dress; suitable 
for small women; four-piece skirt; 
no hem allowed. Size 16 requires 
3% yards of 40-inch figured material 
and 1% yards of 40-inch plain ma- 
terial. Width, 3 yards. 
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€ 2936 Dress 
4 sizes, 14-20 






‘ 
2932 Dress Y I / 
4 sizes, 14-20 
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2861 Dress »s 


4 sizes, 14-20 - 
2938 Dress 
4 sizes, 14-20 
Transfer No. 1216 














2799 Dress 
4 sizes, 14-20 


2947 Dress 
4 sizes, 14-20 





2947 (2861 «=: 2038 2799 

































2947 Dress 


4 sizes, 14-20 





sth ee. 2, tee hel 






Sar 


— 
t 


rotuad 
A. ar. 







2956 Dress 
4 sizes, 14-20 
Transfer Design No. 1142 
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2955 Dress 
4 sizes, 14-20 
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2962 Dress 


4 sizes, 14-20 
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Novelties In Sleeves Are 


Many This Season 


No. 2962, Misses’ Sutip-On Dress; 
suitable for small women; kimono 
sleeves; four-piece skirt; no hem al- 
lowed. Size 16 requires 44% yards 
of 40-inch material. Width at lower 
edge, 2% yards. 


No. 2947, Misses’ Dress; suitable 
for small women; four-piece skirt; 
no hem allowed. Size 16 requires 
3% yards of 54-inch material. Width, 
3 yards. Duvetyn with fur banding 
would be a charming combination. 


No. 2956, MissEs’ Dress; suitable 
for small women; 3-inch hem al- 
lowed. Size 16 requires 2% yards 
of 40-inch material and 1% yards 
of 40-inch contrasting. Width, 134 
yards. Transfer No. 1142 may be 
used for trimming. 


No. 2955, Musses’ Dress; suitable 
for small women; no hem allowed. 
Size 16 requires 334 yards of 40- 
inch material. Width at lower edge, 
134g yards. One of the most recent 
Paris designs is shown here. 


No. 2951, Misses’ Sirp-ON Dress; 
suitable for small women; with 
raglan sleeves; 3-inch hem allowed. 
Size 16 requires 234 yards of 54- 
inch material, and % yard of 36- 
inch for collar and insets. Width, 
1% yards. Transfer No. 1054 may 
be used. 


No. 2954, Musses’ Dress; suitable 
for small women; with lining; 3-inch 
hem allowed. Size 16 requires 37% 
yards of 40-inch material and % 
yard of 40-inch contrasting. Width 
at lower edge, 14 yards. 











2951 Dress 
4 sizes, 14-20 
Transfer No. 1054 





2954 Dress 
4 sizes, 14-20 




















The Dance of the 


Perfumes 


z 


IKE an emerald fas- 
hegre on the robe of 

| Asia,green Bokhara glows 
| with an inextinguishable 
| fervor of romance. Where 
| flowers bloom most 
bounteously the Albesti, 
.spirit maidens,—so they 
say—flit softly in their 


endless quest of love. 


From these same gardens, 
from Bokhara where red 
lilies grow, Vantine draws 
forth an added novelty 
breath of Oriental fra- 
grance to pervade the 
satiny fluffed softness of 


afleur 


POWDER 








In Ornamental Crystal Jar 
with genuine Lamb’s Wool 
Puff Enclosed 


At Drug Stores, Gift shops 
and Departments that fea- 
ture the newest in Oriental 
Scents ; or, if unobtainable 
at your dealer, send us his 
name and the price. 








The Buddha of Perfumes 


66 Hunters Point Avenue, L.I. City 
New York 
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binds friendship closer. 
The beauty of the old, 
old custom of Yuletide 
Gifts is fraught with 
deepest meaning when 
thoughtful selection is 
expended on each gift. 


L—- 


You can find no gift 
to more aptly convey 
your affection, your 
understanding, and 
your yearning for 
deeper friendship than 
Boxed Writing Paper 
—*The WRITE Gift”. 
In its character, its 
selection and its sig- 
nificance, it expresses 
to the recipient much 
of all that you feel. 
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A Number of Interesting Things 


No. 2775, Lapies’ AND Misses’ 
BLANKET BATHROBE. Size 36 re- 
quires 33@ yards of 54-inch ma- 
terial. Width at lower edge, 17% 
yards. 


No. 2971, Lapies’ BRASSIERE. 
Size 36 requires 134 yards of 27- 
inch material. In order for the 
new modes to look well on the 
figure a brassiere of this type is 
very necessary. 


No. 2848, Lapres’ Stiep-On 
Biouse. Size 36 requires 2 yards 
of 36-inch material.. An up-to- 
date blouse is this fur-trimmed 
and embroidered. Transfer No. 
1079 may be used. 


No. 2974, Laptes’ S1x-P1ece 
SKiRT; 36-inch length from 
natural waistline; no hem al- 
lowed. Size 26 requires 2% yards 
of 54-inch material. Width at 
lower edge, 27@ yards. 


No. 2849, Lapres’ Su iip-On 
Biouse; short kimono sleeves. 
Size 36 requires 13@ yards of 40- 
inch material. 


No. 2924, Lapres’ THREE-PIECE 
DraPpep Skirt; 36-inch length 
from natural waistline; no hem 
allowed. Size 26 requires 3%4 
yards of 40-inch material. Width, 
134 yards. 


No. 2824, Lapies’ SHIRTWAIST. 
Size 36 requires 2% yards of 36- 
inch material. A_ ruffled shirt- 
waist is pretty in soft crépe de 
Chine or georgette. 


No. 2934, Lapies’ ONE-PIECE 
SKIRT; 37-inch length from 
natural waistline; 3-inch hem al- 
lowed. Size 26 requires 134 
yards of 54-inch material. Width, 
134 vards. 
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2775 Bathrobe 
5 sizes, 16 years 
36-48 





Boxed Writing Papers 
may be had in many 
varied sizes and many 
varied styles. And 
there can always be 
found a box which will 
exactly answer your 
ift requirements. 
Sion 25c to $25. 


————— 


To American Fash- 
ioners has fallen the 
privilege of furnishing 
the fine writing papers 
that set the standard 
for quality and style 
in all the countries of 
the world. 


Consult your dealer 





Fine Stationery 
Manufacturers fe 
Association i 


American F ashioners of 
Proper Paper 
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2849 Blouse 
9 sizes, 34-50 
2924 Skirt 
7 sizes, 24-36 
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2848 Blouse 
» 8 sizes, 34-48 
3) Transfer No. 107% 































































v +t 2974 Skirt % 2849 
De pee a pa 2071 7 sizes, 24-36 2775 3074 2924 
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2824 Shirtwaist 
7 sizes, 34-46 
2934 Skirt 
7 sizes, 24-36 





2824 
2934 
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Long Coats and Short 


Costume Nos. 2968, 2240. Me- 
dium size requires 334 yards of 
54-inch material. 

No. 2968, Lapiges’ AND Misses’ 
Coat. Size 36 requires 24% yards 
of 54-inch material. Transfer No 
1099 may be used for the em- 
broidery. 

No. 2240, Lapres’ Two-Piece 
Sxirt. Size 26 requires 234 yards 
of 44-inch material. Width, 134 
yards. 


No. 2969, Lapres’ Coat; 52-inch 
length. Size 36 requires 4% 
yards of 54-inch material for 
View A or B and 4% yards of 
36-inch lining. Width at lower 
edge, 2% yards. View A shows 
this smart coat corded at the 
waistline and with sleeves gathered 
into a narrow band. In View B 
the coat hangs free and unbelted. 





No. 2898, LapiEs’ AND Misses’ 
Coat. Size 36 requires 3% yards 
of 54-inch material and 4% yards 
of 36-inch lining. Width at lower 
edge, 134 yards. The soft wool . . 
materials for winter are pliable : eS. 
enough to be _ developed in Sea 
gathered and draped styles. 

































































No. 2927, Lapres’ AND Misses’ ‘ ee 
Coat. Size 16 requires 35% yards . ayes 
of 48-inch material and 3% yards 
of 36-inch lining. Width at 
lower edge, 154 yards. A com- 
fortable wrap in which to greet 
the most wintry day. It blouses 
softly in the back and is belted 
with a narrow belt crossed in 
front and buttoned at the sides. 



































































































































2968 Coat 
6 sizes, Lay 16 years 














Sensi r r 1099 
2240 Skirt 


7 sizes, 24-36 















































































2969 Coat 
5S sizes, 34-42 
View A 
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2927 2927 Coat 2898 2898 Coat 2969 2968 2969 Coat 
7 sizes, 14-16 years 7 sizes, 14-16 years 5 sizes, 34-42 
36-44 36-44 ; View B } 








$3.50—Think of it! 
This is “Aurora,”—the lamp the League sends 
on money-back approval. A value that only the 
Decorative Arts League, with its large member- 
ship and unique facilities, could produce 





An Architect, a Painter and a 
Sculptress joined in Designing 
this exquisite lamp 
(For the Decorative Arts League) 


HE lines, proportions and coloring of most 

of the lamps you see in these days of com- 

mercialism are the work of designing depart 
ments of large factories. They are the fruits of a 
deep knowledge of what makes a “popular seller.” 
But some people, the Decorative Arts LEAGUE 
committee felt sure, would like a lamp designed 
purely with an eye to good taste, a lamp of artistic 
proportions and harmonious tones, a lamp em- 
bodying grace, symmetry and beauty rather than 
the long experience of the “salesman-designer” 
of what seems most in demand in retail stores. 

Hence this exquisite little lamp you see pic- 
tured, “Aurora” as it has been named by an 
artist, because of the purity of its Greek lines 


and tones. 
A Labor of Love 


For the delicate work of designing a lamp that 
should be a real work of art instead of a mere 
unit in a factory’s production, and yet should be 
a practical and useful article of home- furnishing, 
the League enlisted the enthusiastic co-operation 
of a group of talented artists—one a famous ar 
chitect skilled in the practical requirements of 
interior decorating, one a painter and genius in 
color-effects, and one a_ brilliant sculptress, a 
student of the great Rodin in Paris. 

They caught the spirit of the League’s idea 
and the designing of a lamp that would raise the 
artistic standards of home-lightin became to 
them a true labor of love. Mode after model 
was made, studied and abandoned, until at last 
a design emerged with which not one of the three 
could find a fault. 


Every Detail Perfect 


One style of ornamentation after another was 
tried out, only to yield in the end to the perfect 
simplicity of the classic Greek lines. Even such 
a small detail as the exact contour of the base 
was worked over and over again until it should 
blend in one continuous “stream” with the lines 
of the slender shaft. The graceful curves of the 
shaft itself, simple as they seem in the finished 
model, were the results of dozens of trials. 

The result is a masterpiece of Greek sim- 
plicity and balance. Not a thing could be added 
or taken away without marring the general ef- 
fect—not the sixty-fourth of an inch difference 
in any moulding or curve but would be harmful. 
“Aurora” blends with any style of furnishing, it 
adapts itself to boudoir or an hall, to library 
or living-room. 


Compare Fifth Avenue Prices 


In the exclusive Fifth Avenue type of shops, 
where lamps that are also works of art are shown, 
the equal of this fascinating little “Aurora,” if 
found, would cost you from $15 to $20— erhaps 
more. Yet the price of this lamp is but $3.50-— 
Tuink OF Ir! Only the Decorative Arts League 
could bring out such a lamp at such a price. 
And only as a means of widening its circle of 
usefulness could even the League make such an 
offer. But with each purchase of this beautiful 
little lamp goes a Corresponding Membership in 
the League. This costs you nothing and entails 
no obligation of any kind. It simply means that 
your name is registered on the League’s books 
as one interested in things of real beauty and 
art for home decoration, so that as Artists who 
work with the League create new ideas they can 
be offered to you direct without dependence on 


dealers. 
Send No Money 

No matter how many other lamps you have 
in your house, you will always find a place 
just suited for this dainty, charming little 
“Aurora,” 16 inches high, shade 10% inches 
in diameter; base and cap cast in solid Me- 
dallium, shaft of seamless brass, all finished 
in rich statuary Bronze with brass-bound 
parchment shade of a neutra! brown tone; or 
in ivory white with golden yellow shade. Inner 
reflecting surface of old rose. Shade holder 
permitting adjustment to any angle; push- 
button socket; six feet of lamp cord; Z-piece 
attachment plug. 

You will rarely, if ever, get such a value 
again. Send no money—simply sign and mail 
the coupon, then pay the postman $3.50 plus 
the amount of parcel-post stamps on the pack- 
age Weight of lamp shipped is only five 
pounds, so postage even to furthest points is 
insignificant. If you should not find the lamp 
all we say of it, or all you expected of it, 
send it back in five days and your money will 
be refunded in full. Clip the coupon now, 
and mail to Decorative Arts League, i75 Fifth 
Avenue, New York, N. Y.—or just write: “Send 
me Aurvra lamp on your offer in McCall's, 
December, to which I agree.” (Bronze will 
be sent unless Ivory is requested.) 


DECORATIVE ARTS LEAGUE 
175 Fifth Arenue, New York, N. Y. 

You may send me, at_ the member’s special price, 
an ‘‘Aurora’’ Lemp, and I will pay the postman $2.50 
plus the postage, when delivered. If not setisfactory I 
can return the lamp within five days of receipt and you 
are to refund my money in ful 
State finish desired ; (Ivory or Breas) ‘ 

You may enter my name as a Corresponding Member 
of the Decorative Arts League, it being distinctly under- 
stood that such membership is to cost me nothing, either 
now or later, and is to entail no obligation of any kind. 
It simply registers me as one interested in hearing of 
really artistic new things for home decorations, (C B.) 
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For the Children 


Apple Minute Tapioca 


Pare and quarter six tart apples. Place in 
a dish an over with cur ugar, ; tea 
spoonful salt, 1 teaspoonful of cinnamon or 
nutmeg, and butter ‘oO 15 minutes % 
cup Minute Tapioca. pinch <alt and quart 
hot water in double boiler Pour over ap 
ples and bake until they are soft Serve 
with crean nd sugar 


The tart taste of the apple and the delicate 
flavor of Minute Tapioca are a delightful com- 
bination. Minute Tapioca too is an energy- 
building food. It requires no soaking and is 
thoroughly cooked in 15 minutes. Identify it 


by the red package with the blue band. 
Send for the new Minute Tapioca Cook 


Book. It is just out. Free upon request. 


Minute Tapioca Co., 1012 Jefferson St., Orange, Mass. 


Mathers eof Minute Tapioca, Minute Gelatine, and Star Brand Pearl Tapioca 











real economy. 


backed by our guarantee. 


and constant washing. 
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ELASTIC ANIT 


UNDERWEAR = “Hanes.” 


: Why Mothers 
Choose HANES for Boys! 


ANES union suits—snug-fitting and 
fleecy warm—certainly solve the boy 
winter-underwear problem. ‘‘Hanes” supplies 
everything an exacting buyer—and boy-wearer 
—can ask for in comfort, warmth, service and 
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Hanes value is unequaled at the price! 
Money cannot buy finer workmanship and 
better materials! Our faith in “Hanes” is 
Please read it! And 
“Hanes” stands up against the hardest wear 
Buttonholes last the 
life of the garment; buttons are sewed to stay 
on; closed crotch stays closed! 

We ask you to make comparison with 
Compare point for point and then 


you'll realize the remarkable value that 


Big Hanes 


“Hanes” offers you! Made with full length 
arms and legs and in knee length and short 












A New Family of Rag Dolls 


For the Nursery 
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1236— Transfer Pattern 
for Two-Piece Pillow 
Dolls. “Bunny” and 
“Pussy -me-ow"™ are so. 
soft that the child can 
roll comfortably cver 
these attractive slumber 
pets. Patterns are given 
for pillow-bodies (to be 
made of unbleached mus- 
lin or cotton crépe) and 
for rompers, with full 
directions. Paws to be 
stuffed and sewed inside 
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Features sleeves. 
1 Hanes Staunch Elastic Shou Hanes Underwear for Men 
7 oat tea heel ve is covered by the same broad guarantee that 
Q Hanes Tailored “Collarett goes with boys’ union suits. Never has such 
won't gap or ro Fits snugly “t)) ) e ‘ P : ice 
ee ooened actual worth been sold at a popular price. 
keeps the wind out Hanes for men is made in heavy union suits in 
3 Hanes Closed Crotch is cut two weights and heavy-weight shirts and 
and stitched in 4 way that . ‘ 
really keeps it closed drawers. 


HANES GUARANTEE: We guarantee Hanes 
Underwear absolutely—every thread, stitch and button. 
We guarantee to return your money or give you a new 


lf your dealer can’t supply 
“Hanes” write us immediately 
garment if any seam breaks. 


P. H. HANES KNITTING CO., Winston-Salem, N. C. 
New York Office, 366 Broadway 
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ruffles of rompers. — ' 
broidery directions. Price, X / 
30 cents. Blue. w 





1234—Transfer Pattern for Two-Piece Rag Doll. “Baby-Ann” is 19 inches tall and very dainty. 
She is made in two pieces (front and back), to be cut from unbleached muslin. Patterns for her 
dress, cap, shoes, etc. Price, 25 cents. Blue. 

1235—Transfer Pattern for Two-Piece Rag Doll. “Betty-the-Flapper” is 17 inches tall, a smart 
member of nursery society. Patterns given for each garment besides body. Directions for hair, | 
face, etc. Price, 25 cents. Blue. | 
1237—Transfer Pattern for Two-Piece Rag Doll. Lastly comes “Billy-the-Farmer-Boy,” a_ very 
important rson. Patterns for his overalls, blouse, cap, collar and shoes, besides body. Price, 

25 cents. lue. 








Leading dealers nearly everywhere sell McCall Transfers. If you find that you can’t secure them, 
write to The McCall Company, 232-250 W. 37th St., New York City, or to the nearest Branch 
Office, 208-212 S. Jefferson St., Chicago, Ill.; 140 Second St., San Francisco, Call.; 82 N. Pryor 
St., Atlanta, Ga.; 70 Bond St., Toronto, Canada. 
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Pierrots, Fairies and Colonial Dames Gather 


To Do Old Santa Claus Honor 


ct 65 





(Above) | 


2834 
Ladies’ 
and 
Misses’ 
Clown 
Suit 
Small 
medium 

i> large 


2977 Men's and Boys 
Pierrot Costume 
Small, medium, large 












2436 Men's 
and Boys’ 
Clown Suit 
Small, medium 
large 


( 
/ | 2837 Fancy 
Dress 


5 sizes, 8-16 


2833 Girl’s Clown Suit 


4 sizes, 6-12 





"2958 Santa 


2489 Uncle Sam 
Claus Suit Suit 
4 sizes, 36-44 4 sizes, 28-40 

















Save the Life of 
Your Tooth Enamel 


“ Wash’—Don’t Scratch or Scour Teeth 


RITTY, soapless tooth pastes may 
show quick results. If you scour 
away your skin, Nature can replace it. 
But even Nature will not replace tooth 
enamel once it has been worn away 
by gritty, soapless tooth pastes. 


COLGATE’S CLEANS TEETH THE RIGHT WAY 


‘“‘Washes’’ and Polishes— Doesn’t Scratch or Scour 


[' IS A DOUBLE ACTION DENTIFRICE: 


(1) Loosens clinging particles. 
(2) Washes them away. 


Sensible in Theory. Healthy saliva is practically 
neutral,sometimesslightly alkaline. Colgate’s Ribbon 
Dental Cream is mildly alkaline, practically neutral, 
and cleanses without disturbing Nature’s balance. 
Avoid dentifrices that are strongly alkaline or 
appreciably acid. Colgate’s helps to maintain the 
right mouth conditions. 


Correct in Practice. Harsh drugs and chemicals 
harm mouth tissues. Colgate’s Ribbon Dental Cream 
does not contain them. Authorities agree that a 
dentifrice should do only one thing—clean teeth 
thoroughly. Colgate’s does this. No false claims are 
made that Colgate’s possesses any other virtue, but 
it does possess this one in a higher degree than any 
other dentifrice. 


COLGATE & CO. Est. 1806 NEW YORK 






Colgate’s cleans teeth thor- 
oughly—no dentifrice does 
more. A LARGE tube 
costs 25c—why pay more? 


This Christmas, put a cheery. red tube of Rib 
bon Dental Cream in every Christmas stocking. 








Truth in Advertising Implies Honesty in Manufacture 








Oe a aa No RR ce 





Check that 
head cold! 


Vaseline 


Reg US. Pat. Of 


EUCALYPTOL 


PETROLEUM JELLY 





will do it. 


A small application of it 
in the nostrils heals the 
infected membranes of 
the nasal passages. 


The best way to cure a 
| cold is to check it. Keep 
a tube of ‘‘Vaseline’’ 
Eucalyptol Jelly ready 
for instant use. 


CHESEBROUGH MANUFACTURING CO 
MC jated) 


State Street New York 

















Here’s an unsur- 
paseed value ina 

‘uine fur choker. he 
warmth andrichnessof 
this genuine fur choker 
is sure to ade a stylish 
finishing touch to your drvss and f) 
also afford you added comfort dur 
ing the —- season. Sent any- 
where for $82.49, postage free. 
Colors, Brown or Gray. 


SEND NO MONEY 


Mention style nomber C 942 
Send name, address, color. 


GUARANTEE: if ctiacistea 


WELL MAID MFG. CO, 
130 E. 25 St., New York 











taking orders for guaranteed 
Aosiery for men and women 
All styles, colors, and finest line of silk hose, 


Guaranteed One Year ™<*s14 fe 


Often take erders for dozen pairs in one family. Perma- 
nent Customers and repeat orders make you steady in- 
come. Whether you devote spare time or full time, it 
will pay any man or woman to handle this line. Noex- 

ee necessary. Get started at once. This is the 
season of the year. Write quick for samples. 


Thomas Mfg. Co., H-202, Dayton, Ohio 
Electric FirelessCooker 


Gives every facility of electric range plus every advantage 
f fireless cooker at less cost than a good oll stove 


Automatic Rapid Electric Cooker 


New Invention ee 


Revolutionizes Cooking 
Saves 50% to 75% fuel cost 


il ewes ea, toaasta 


Rakes, roasts, boils, ster 
Needs no watching. Shuts electricity 
ff automatically. Attaches to any 


electric socket No special wiring 
Write for FREE Home Science Cook 
Book, 30-day FREE trial offer and 
jirect factory prices 

WM. CAMPBELL CO. Dept-2! iif 
Detroit, Mich. Georgetown, Ont. 


Mildred Roberts made $886.79 


So Can You 
By selling our beautiful Dress Goods, Dainty 
Handkerchiefs, Durable Hosiery, etc. Whole or 
part time. Protected Territory Experience or 
money unnecessary. Write today for Free Booklet 


Mitchell & Church Co., Inc., Dept. 40, Binghamton, N.Y 
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December Snows Call Forth Snug Coats 


And Warm Frocks For Girls 
































No. 2959, Girt’s Dress; No. 2970, Grrt’s RAGLAN 

kimono sleeves length Coat. Size 6 requires 1344 y, \ 
ened by gathered sleeves yards of 54-inch material - 

Size 12 requires 25% yards Warm plaid coatings \ 
of 36-inch material and make comfortable coats = ’ 
1 yards of 36-inch con- for sledding, skating and 

trasting material other winter sports / 

No. 2948, Grrv’s SLIp- No. 2965, Boy’s RAGLAN / 

On Dress; no hem al Overcoat. Size 6 requires 

lowed. Size 12 requires 154 yards of 54-inch ma } 

2% yards of 54-inch ma terial. A manly-looking 

terial The skirt is cir tweed coat with collar 

cular in cut and droops that can be turned up 

at the sides pleases the small boy 

iy 

No. 2953, Grirw’s Dress; No. 2945, Giri’s S.ip- \ Va 

two-piece skirt with side On Dress; four-piece \ 4 

insets. Size 12 requires skirt; no hem allowed \ , 

234 yards of 36-inch ma Size 14 requires 31% yards \ ae s 

terial and 4 yard of 27 of 40-inch material and X 

inch contrasting for in yard of 40-inch for \ 

sets and vest bertha \ 


/ | 


4 


ee Overcoat 


‘ (eas 7 sizes, 2-14 
— 
Pesci 


2970 Coat 


6 sizes, 4-14 


No. 2978, Boy’s Svirt; 
knee trousers. Size 4 
requires 14% yards of 36- 
inch material and %& yard 
of 36-inch contrasting for 
collar and cuffs 







2948 Dress 
5 sizes, 6-14 


| 2953 Dress 


5 sizes, 6-14 











2945 Dress 


5 sizes, 6-14 






2959 Dress 
0 sizes, 4-14 








No 2979, Boy’s Suit; 2979 Dress 2978 Suit 

knee trousers. Size 4 3 sizes, 2-6 3 sizes, 2-6 

requires 1% yards of 

36-inch material for 

waist and 1 yard of 

36-inch contrasting. 2944 Dress 
5 sizes, 6-14 

Transfer No. 1174 


No. 2944, Giri’s DREss ; 
closing at shoulders 
Size 14 requires 3 yards 
of 40-inch materia! 
This design is well 
suited to velveteen and 
if trimmed with em- 
broidery is charming 
for afternoon wear 
Transfer No. 1174 1s 
suggested for the em 
2045-2870 broidery 
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Around The Glistening Christmas Tree 








2976 Kimono 


8 sizes, 1-14 


No. 2976, Grrw’s Ki- 
MONO. Size 6 requires 
2% yards of 36-inch 
material and 2% yards 
of 5-inch ribbon for 
band. 






- 2949 Overalls 


6 sizes, 4-14 



















No. 2952, CH ILD’S 













No. 2949, 2952 Dress : i ; 
Boy’s Over- 5 sizes, 2-10 Dress; two-piece cir- 
ALLS. Size 6 cular gathered skirt. 






Size 4 requires 154% 
yards of 36-inch. 






requires 2 
yards of 27 


inch material. Gg Ol), a 4 











ip 

Overalls of Y/ 

khaki or blue Yi fT 

jean may be ‘ LY 

trimmed with 

bright bands of 

} color. 








2967 Apron 
6 sizes, 4-14 N.0. 296 7, 
Girt’s APRON. 
Size 6 requires 
1% yards of 32- 
inch material. 





2944 Dress 


5 sizes, 6-14 








Make of cre- 
tonne or printed 
sateen. 
No. 2044, Giru’s No. 2739, Cu1ttp’s’ No. 2945, Grrv’s Siip- 
Dress; closing at shoul- Dress wirH Bioomers. ON Dress; four-piece 
ders. Size 8 requires Size 6 requires 23% skirt; no hem allowed. 2739 Dress re 











yards of 36-inch 
material. Dotted swiss 
trimmed with lace in- 
sertion and ruffling is 
exceedingly dainty. 


yards of 32-inch ma- 
terial. For the simple 
smocking, Transfer No 
838 may be used ef- 
fectively 


Size 8 requires 2% 
yards of 40-inch ma- 
terial A frock for 
school, trim and simple. 


5 sizes, 2-10 
Transfer No. 838 


No. 2860, CH1ILD’sS 
Dress; raglan sleeves. 
Size 8 requires 2% 
yards of 36-inch ma- 
terial and % yard of 
36-inch contrasting. 
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2972 Doll's Set 


=~ 5 sizes, 14-30 inches 








2967 2944 2739 2945 2860 
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. misieintibas ad tea tate 
yf ) Standard for 
e(Prooucry/ More than fifty years 








A new, clean puff 
with every box. 


OUR sense of fragrance 

will tell you, more elo- 

quently than words, of 
Garda’s new woodland 
aroma. Your own skin, and 
your mirror, will tell you of 
Garda’s fine texture — its 
smoothness — its perfect 
blending qualities. That is 
why we ask to send you the 
One -Week Garda Sample. 
It’s free. Request it today. 


GARDA 


FACE POWDER 


Garda products on your dressing 
table assure complete harmony of 
fragrance and quality. ° 








Face Powder Cream 
| Toilet Water Perfume 
Nail Polish Rouge 
| Talcum Powder 


Garda toilet requisites—and over 
150 other Watkins Products—are 
delivered direct to the home by 
more than 5500 Watkins Dealers. 
The Watkins Dealer who calls at 
your home is a business person of 
integrity. It pays you to patronize 
him, or her, for he renders-a dis- 
tinct service. He saves you time 
and money. And he brings you 
real Watkins Products, known for 
their — throughout 54 years 
and used by more than twenty 
million people today! If a 
Watkins Dealer has not called 
recently, write us and we will see 
that you are supplied. 


| One Week Sample FREE 











Send today for liberal One-Week 
Sample of Garda Face Powder per- 
fumed with the dainty new Garda 
odor; also our attractive booklet 
on beauty and Garda products. 


Territories open for live salespeople. Write. 


THE J. R. WATKINS CO. 

| Established 1868~— The Original 

Dept. 21-B Winona, Minn. 
66 
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GRAY HAIRS. 
/ GONE | 


The’ yay vay 
oe Marmless Money-Back thdtautee, 
\ At Drug Stores (34 / 


\ Toe Hessic-Ex.is Cuemists 


Mempnis, TENN Jf 
Saok of the Seven Qevass/ar hhe hair, Sent Free 
a > wa 
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EYES THAT SPEAK! 


» A full page talk in this magazine 









. would not convince you of the un- 
5 usual merits of 
DELICA-BROW 
, assurely asa trial bottle wili 
prove them. This is the new 
liquid beautifier and dressing 
for lashes and brows. Tears, 
perspiration or other moisture 
will not cause Delica-Brow to 


pearance. 
Send for Sample—inciuding bone handled brush 
for applying, also full directions. Enclose 2 cents 
for trial size or $1.00 for the large. 
DELICA LABORATORIES, Inc., 


Dept. 1, 3933 Broadway, Chicago 
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1228—Transfer Pattern for Silk Lampshades. 
Includes 4 rose motifs 9x1: inches; 4 rose 
motifs 2344x5 inches; designs for 8 electric light 
pulls, The pattern gives illustrations in large size 
of all six lampshades and the light pulls. The 
directions are very explicit, the amount of ma- 
terials stated, and sufficient explanation given 
to guide the worker to successful results. Price, 
40 cents. Yellow or blue. 


1229—Transfer Pattern for Parchment Lamp- 
shades. Includes 2 Dragon Designs, 1 Bird 
Design, 1 pair each of 2 Shield Designs, 3 
Landscape Designs for a large lamp (not il 
lustrated), and complete directions for prepar- 
ing and painting on parchment paper, mounting 
shades, etc. This artistic work may be success- 
fully done by following the directions which 
describe the process stepe by step Price, 40 
cents. Black. 


1231—Transfer Pattern for Bags Includes 3 
designs. The Flower Bag measures 8% x 17% 
inches; the Elephant Bag (developed in wool 
darning-stitch on homespun) measures 12'4x16 
inches; the Mountain Goat Bag, embroidered 
in wool couching on contrasting material, meas- 
ures 9x17 inches Full directions given for 
making each. Price, 30 cents. Yellow or blue, 


; 


ut 
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Designs for Parchment and Silk Lampshades, 


for Linens, Bags and Pillows 
By Elisabeth May Blondel 
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1232 


How to Obtain McCall Kaumagraph Transfer Patterns 


Leading dealers nearly everywhere sell McCall Transfers. If you find that you can’t secure them, 
write to The McCall eg 232-250 W. 37th St., New York City, or to the nearest Branch Of- 
fice, 208-212 S. Jefferson St., Chicago, Ill.; 140 Second St., San Francisco, Cal.; 82 N. Pryor St., 
Atlanta, Ga.; 70 Bond St., Toronto, Canada. 
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1230—Transfer Pattern for Refreshment Cloth. 
Includes 4 large motifs 4% inches deep and 
13% inches across from flower to flower, and 
8 corner motifs for napkins. A color chart is 
given by which to embroider this brilliant bird, 
and full directions as to stitches, etc. The ef- 
fect is unusually attractive. Price, 35 cents. 
Yellow or blue. 


1232—Transfer Pattern for Greek Borders. In- 
cludes neck design, 3 yards of border 5 inches 
wide, and 6 yards of narrow border 1% inches 
wide. This simple design is very effective when 
developed in beads, colored or crystal, on dark 
or light dresses. he narrow border may be 
combined with the wider by using it above and 
below. Price, 40 cents, ellow or blue. 


1233—Transfer Pattern for Peacock Pillow. 
The design measures 16x18 inches and may fit 
a 22-inch pillow or larger. This proud bird 
with handsome plumage makes an impressive 
figure on a pillow of black sateen. The bright 
colors to be used for the embroidery are de- 
scribed, as well as the stitches which, though 
varied, are simple to do. The design may also 
be worked on white or colored linen or on cot- 
ton materials. Price, 25 cents. Yellow or blue. 
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Ten Cents Will Bring You O..N.T. Book No. 9 


USTRE, smoothness, and reliability are the qual- 
ities which have endeared O. N. T. Mercerized 
Crochet to needleworkers everywhere. 


CONTENTS 
Arachne Collar and Cuff Set Nokomis Centerpiece 
Cleopatra Stockings . ‘ Pillow Cases and Sheets 
Fern Collar and Cuff Set ..... . 6, Rose Centerpiece ... 
Fleur de Lis Centerpiece ; 2, Rose Leaf Carriage Veil” é 
Pillow Cases and Sheet......8, Doilies 
Scarf 90.66006606685 Trinity Collar and Cuff Set 
Towel ... eae jose Design 
Himalaya C ollar and Cc uffs wre) Pillow Cases and Sheet 
Jowel Luncheon Set - * Instruction Page 
Netherland Centerpiece re , a Invisible Joining 


Buy from your dealer or send ten cents for Clark’s O. N. T. Book No. 9. 
THE SPOOL COTTON CO., Dept. 108, 315 Fourth Ave., New York 


Clark’s €O.N.T.> Mercerized Crochet 
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Really DESTROYS the growth 
by removing the 


ROOTS 


Madam, 
Horrors 


Do you use depilatories ? 


: 

Lice , 
Bobbed hair demands 
that the pape of the 
neck have @ perfect 
air line, well defined, 
+ from unsightly 








A well rounded arm— 
free of all downy bair 
—ie & necessity with 





the vogue for short 








IT'S OFF because ITS 0 UT 


McCall's 
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do you shave? 
» No! 


Whether you use the blade or 
an ordinary depilatory you merely 
take away surface hair, leaving the 
roots to thrive. Both methods 
throw the strength back into the 
roots and tend to create heavier 
growths. 

ZIP, on the other hand, gently 
lifts out the roots with the hairs, 
quickly, painlessly and safely, and 
thus destroys the growth. f 

ZIP is praised as the only . 
effectual remedy for de- % 
stroying Superfluous Hair— 
whether heavy or fine. / é 
Guaranteed! Not only removes . 
hair—but checks itsfuture growth. 

Used by women 
of discernment, 
actresses, and 
Beauty Specialists | 
for face, arms, € 3 
underarms, limbs, 
body, perfect hair 
line back of neck 
and new arched 
brows. 

When in New York, don't 
neglect to call at my Salon 
to have FREE DEMON- 
STRATION Treatment. 
















This convinces the most + 
skeptical. An Mme. 
Three Types of Superfluous Hair. ad BERTHE, 
The new perfect arched Which type have you? Write for FREE y Dept. 625 
brow, #0 ive.is BOOK Beauty's Greatest Secret’’ which * 562 Fifth Avenue, 
a b 4 ye —_ also explains. *s (46th St) New York City 
uching shaving : v 
are — manne ZIP is for sale at ail good stores Please send me your free 
or by mail. book “Beauty's Greateet Secret” 
? © also free sample of your Massage 
Cream guaranteed not to grow hair. 
Ylaslauts Ee 
625, 662 Fifth A 
: eet St.) New Yerk Specialist Sagi ene ne 
; = WON R . . 
i sean JORDE DY) me- a Noises cccintintin nkagicnntnsanchnntiitiitenientianiannvad 
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Has 


More 


’ $35,4 


given 


Dept. 
| 
| 


Name 


Local 


City a 

State 
| Name 
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‘Has Your Church 








money 


Butler, Mo. (at the right) has secured $176.50. 


obligation or expense to you. 


Send This Coupon For “Church Aid” Plan 


250 West 


Please tell me about your Church 


Address 











Money Problem ? 


| 
Couldn’t your church use an extra $100 now? | 
Isn’t there some particular fund or special | 
purpose, perhaps even a pressing need where | 
$100 would be welcome? If there is, you | 
should certainly send for details about the 
McCall Church Aid Plan under which the 
the First) Methodist Episcopal Church of | 
Westwood, N. J. (at the left) has already | 
| 





First M E. Church 
Westwood, N 


Received Sea 50 received $496.50. 


than 10,000 churches have received 
under the McCall Plan. Last year 
44 was distributed and $40,000 will be 


this year. The Christian Church of 





Your church should certainly receive $100 or 
| more under this offer, so send at once for 
| complete information. ‘There will be no Tne Chistian Church | 
| 
| 


Missouri 
Received $176.50 


Butler, 
Has 
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Is 1922’s Bold Girl 
a Bad Girl Too? 


[Continued from page 16] 


“But why,” I asked, “do you regard it as 
so impossible to earn your own living after 
marriage. Why, if you are only interested 
in a man who cannot support a family, do 
you need to drag in free love ?” 

“Oh,” she said, “that sort of man isn’t 
likely to want to stay married to the same 
wife. And I’m not at all sure that I 
shouldn’t want to change, myself.” 

“Look here,” I said, “can you tell me 
how wide-spread such views as yours are?” 
“Oh,” she said, “I’m not the only girl in 
this college who feels that way; but there 
are a great many more who feel that way 
and don’t know it or wouldn’t admit it. 
And I don’t suppose many of us would 
act on the feeling when it came to the 
point. But it’s certainly in the air. 

“The modern girl wants to see every- 
thing and try everything and find out for 
herself which things are good. 

“My mother thought that men were 
dangerous. She brought me up to believe 
that. She spent most of her time warning 
me, and teaching me to avoid anything 
that might be misinterpreted by a man.” 

“Well,” I said, “don’t you think men 
are dangerous?” 

She gave me one fierce look and burst 
out laughing. I found it inconvenient not 
to laugh with her. 

“Well,” I said, remembering that after 
all I had a kind of vested interest in being 
thought dangerous, “I’m not so sure that 
co-education is a good thing for girls if it 
destroys their illusions about men.” 

“Ah,” she said, “that’s why I think it’s 
such a splendid thing for girls to go to 
college side by side with men.” 

I heard the same view expressed in the 
same college at a sorority luncheon—in 
quite different language. They said that 
girls who went to the women’s colleges 
were “man-crazy.” 

Back in New York I reported my inter- 
view to a psychanalyst who hears as many 
intimate confessions in a week as most of 
us hear in a lifetime, and who has spent 
many years in the study of the relations 
of men and women. 

“Now,” I said, “what do you think? 
Is it much commoner nowadays for girls 
to think that their mothers don’t know 
what they are talking about than it used 
to be?” 

“Oh, yes,” he said, “it’s almost universal. 

“The men and women who founded this 
country were Puritans; they were in violent 
revolt against a period of easy morality 
in England. Some of the restrictions they 
imposed were more severe than the world 
had ever known before. But their children 
were busy taming a continent. The reac- 
tion didn’t get into full swing until the con- 
tinent was tamed, until we began to be the 
most prosperous nation on the globe. Now 
we're getting it. 

“?'m not sure what the next ten years— 
or the next fifty years—will bring. But 
the morality of women is certainly laxer— 
if you count all classes of society—than it 
was a generation ago.” 

“Well,” I said, “just where do the dress 
and manners and ideas of the flapper 
point ?” 

“They point to a very greatly increased 
freedom for women. There probably never 
was a time when women had so nearly 
the same privileges as men as now. 

“You see,” he said patiently, “things 
as fundamental as that don’t change in a 
decade or two; they don’t change in a 
thousand years—perhaps not in a thou- 
sand thousand years. 

“The most that can happen is a slight 
change in knowledge or in technique. The 
girl of the period knows a little more about 
herself than her mother did, and a great 
deal more about men than her mother did. 
In consequence she isn’t so likely to sit at 
home making a trousseau and dreaming of 
a Prince Charming who may never come. 
She’s more likely to go out looking for 
him—that’s all.” 

But the deeper changes have a longer 
swing. Part of the responsibility for the 
college girl of the period—and other girls, 
too—I place on the shoulders of our 
enormous increase in material wealth. 

It may be that women have left behind 
them once for all the amount of hand labor 
they once performed. It may be that the 
large family is rapidly disappearing, never 
to return. It seems altogether probable. 

In that case, women of the future will 
have more leisure—not less. And leisure— 
which is, after all, only another name for 
wealth—means choice. 

I said in the beginning that I did not 
know whether the old-fashioned girl was 
extinct or merely waiting for her turn to 
come again. But I will hazard a guess. 
My guess is that for good or ill she is gone 
forever, and that flapperism in our colleges, 
for good or ill, is only in its infancy. Such 
is my conclusion after my little journey to 
the campuses of many of the great and 
representative co-educational institutions 
of the United States. 
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She Found A Pleasant Way To 
Reduce Her Fat 


She did not have to go to the trouble 
of diet or exercise. She found a better 
way, which aids the digestive organs 
to turn food into muscle, bone and 
sinew instead of fat. 


She used Marmola Prescription Tab- 
lets, which are made from the famous 
Marmola prescription. They aid the 
digestive system to obtain the full 
nutriment of food. They will allow 
you to eat many kinds of food without 
the necessity of dieting or exercising. 


Thousands have found that Mar- 
mola Prescription Tablets give complete 
relief from obesity. And when the 
accumulation of fat is checked, re- 
duction to normal, healthy weight 
soon follows. 

All good drug storesthe world over sell Mar- 
mola Prescription Tablets at one dollar a box. 
Ask your druggist forthem, ororder direct and 
they will be sent in plain wrapper, postpaid. 

MARMOLA COMPANY 
236 Garfield Bldg. Detroit, Mich. 
































Baby Bathinette 


A Thoughtful Xmas Present 
OMBINATION of bath and dressing 
table. Saves mother’sstrength. Cuts 
baby’s bath time in half. Used in large 
bath tub or on floor; sitting or standing. 
Mothers are delighted. 

On Sale at leading In- 
fants’ Departments. 
Fully Ilustrated Folder 
On Request. 
KIDDIE TOWN PRODUCTS INC. 
Dept. M. 

Rochester, N. Y. 
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[Expectant Mothers ; Should Ws Write fo for 
y= COPY of our OBSTETRIC 

It gives exact date. DAVOL RUBBERY Ae i. 
(Dept. 14) Providence, RE 





Use 
THE NEW McCALL PATTERN 
“it’s printed” 



















Acondensed set of health rules—many of 
which may be easily followed right in y~ 1r 
own home, or while traveling. You will find in 
this little book a wealth of information about food 
elements and their relation to physical welfare. 
Control Your Weight Without Drugs 
or Tiresome Exercises 
Effective weight control diets, acid and bland 
diets, laxative and blood-building diets, and 
diets used in the correction of various chronic 
ies. 












The book is for FREE circulation. Not 
a mail order advertisement. Name and 
address on card will bring it without 
cost or obligation. 
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Cuticura Talcum 
is F; t and 
Very Healthful 
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are those which are Bright 
and Sparkling. Keep Your Eyes 
Young and Beautiful through the 
daily se of Monten. It has stood 

Druggists. 
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Wedding Scmples’ 100 Visiting Cards, $1 ie 


Invitations, Announcements, - 
C. OTT ENGRAVING 18 1088 Chestnut St.. Philadelphia, Ps 
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Be As Young 
As Your Children 
This Christmas 


If you look young—if 
your complexion is as 
clear and radiant as your 
high-school daughter’s — 
the holiday season will 
have a new satisfaction 
for you. A 


off 


BEAUTIFIER 
CLASMIC PACK 


is so easy to use! Only a few min- 
ytes are required to cover the face 
with this wonderful clasmic pack. 
While it is drying you can feel its 
beautifying action. You can feel 
the impurities being drawn out, the 
facial tissues being lifted, your real, 
natural beauty being brought out. 


Then remove Boncil/a with a wet 


BS, towel and see the radiant deauty 


that has been accomplished. 
Then if you have tried all other 
things and failed, you will 
know that only Boncilla can give 
you perfect complexion beauty. 
Boncillais guaranteed 
to do these six definite 
things for the face, or 


your money will be 
refunded: 


1. Clear the com- 
plexion and give it 
color. 


2.Cleanse and 
close the pcres 


3. Remove black- 
heads and pimples. 


4. Lift out the lines. 


5. Rebuild droop- 
ing facial tissues. 


6. Make the skin 
soft and velvety. 


BONCILLA 


FOR 


CHRISTMAS 


GIFTS 











Why I Believe in Beauty 


A Woman’s Happiness Depends on Her Loveliness 


By Doris Keane 


OMEN de- 
sire beauty 
not only 


for its 
own sake, but also 
because of the re- 
wards it brings. 
Success in the world 
of society, on the 
stage, in business—even in any of the 
several professions—depends in varying 
extent on a woman’s personal appear- 
ance. Her happiness in her home and her 
success aS a mother, too, hinges on this 
same quality. Can a woman who is dis- 
contented be a radiant, happy mother? 

Beauty comes to us in many forms. A 
summer sunset, the glow of health in a 
young girl’s cheeks, a bit of shimmering 
silk, the battle of wave and wind; all these 
we call beautiful. 

For each of these—and for many more 
—there is a type of feminine beauty. The 
summer sunset finds its counterpart in her 
whose beauty depends on her gorgeous 
coloring—the gold of her hair, the pink 
of her cheeks, the blue of her eyes, the 
carmine of her lips. The girl’s fresh, un- 
spoiled beauty is its own justification, re- 
flecting her radiant good health. The 
dainty bit of silk is like one who is ex- 
quisitely fragile and rare, whose beauty is 
as delicate as a bit of old lace or a piece 
of Dresden china. The stormy struggle of 
wind and wave at sea calls to mind her in 
whose countenance we can read the bitter 
conflict between will and emotion. 

Different as women are and diverse as 
their kinds of beauty, there is still suffi- 
cient in common among the women of a 
single country to permit us to speak of 
various national types. 

When I think of an English woman I 
think of one who, if she is not tall, still 
gives the appearance of height. She is 
graceful, albeit frank, almost masculine in 
her gestures and movements. She has level 
eyebrows and looks at one calmly and 
steadily. She is at her best in evening 
dress amid picturesque surroundings. I 
think of her, lighted candle in hand, about 
to ascend a broad, majestic flight of stairs. 
Or else she is a hostess, saying good night 
to her guests with just the proper mixture 
of formality and good fellowship. 

Needless to say, she is enthusiastic about 
sports and has gained her poise and self- 
command on the tennis court and the golf 
links. She is an able horsewoman and a 
good shot, and she enjoys fishing. But at 
night she is ———- 
feminine again. She 
seems a totally different W/li\\N 
creature from the {if | \\ 
woman who rode ’cross- iA | \ 
country that morning. 

The woman of 
France is pert, pretty, 
petite—in a word, chic 
She is graceful, quick; 
indeed, there is some- 
thing almost birdlike 
about her. Her voice 
itself is a chirrup. Her 
features are animated, 


Doris KEANE, whose alluring 

beauty won fame for her from 
the moment she appeared in the play 
‘‘Romance,”’ says that in society, on 
the stage, in business and in the home, 
success hinges on personal loveliness. 


and it is delightful 
to watch the play 
of emotions upon 
her face. She has 
been reared in a 
society which gives 
frank acceptance to 
the belief that it is 
the duty of women 
to do their utmost to make themselves 
pleasing to men. Every word, every ges- 
ture, every intonation is adapted to this 
purpose. 

It has been said that the women of 
other countries are like silk, but the Italian 
woman is like velvet. It springs from a 
cultural background many centuries old 
and from a people whose innate artistic 
sense is unsurpassed. 

Heroic in size, glorious in her coloring, 
the Scandinavian beauty seems to belong 
to a time when gods walked the earth and 
contended with men. Rays of the cold 
northern sun seem hidden in her hair; her 
eyes are blue and fearless. There is some- 
thing majestic in her attitude; she is 
stately even in her kitchen. No matter 
how large her frame, she is seldom clumsy. 
She has the vigor, the courage, the hardi- 
hood, the beauty of northern lands. 


HAT shall I say of our own Ameri- 
\X/ can woman? How shall I describe 
her beauty? She is the product of 
all these types and many more, plus the 
influence of the broad, rich continent on 
which she lives. She is like her English 
cousin but she has something, too, of the 
grace and quickness of the French woman, 
the luxuriant beauty of the Italian, the 
heroic fiber of the Scandinavian. She meets 
men as equals. She considers it beneath 
her dignity to play a part. Her frankness 
is sometimes alarming, but its honesty is 
wholesome. 

In view of all these varying types, it is 
difficult to try to decide what constitues 
beauty. Good features, becoming hair, a 
graceful figure—all these are important, but 
there are other qualities just as necessary. 
Intelligence, sympathy, understanding, a 
sense of humor, kindliness, generosity— 
these and kindred traits contribute to an 
attractive personality, and without an at- 
tractive personality there can be no true 
beauty. 

It is as important to retain good looks 
as it is to gain them. 

Can you imagine a truly good-looking 
woman with ugly hands? Every handsome 

woman I have known 
has been unusually 
careful of hers. If you 
will write to me in care 
of McCall’s Magazine, 
236 West 37th Street, 
New York City, enclos- 
ing a stamped and ad- 
dressed envelope, I will 
be glad to tell you how 
I take care of my 
hands, and to send you 
as well some health 
rules that I have found 
useful. 








Boncilla 
Preparations 


Make 
Delightful 
Christmas 


Gifts 


Boncilla Set No. 37 of- 
fers a gift suggestion 
that will be acceptable 
to men as well as wo- 
men. It consists of a 
large tube of Boncilla 
Beautifier, regular size 
jars of Boncilla Cold 


Cream and Boncilla 
Vanishing Cream, large 
box of Boncilla Face Pow- 
der, and a cake of Bon- 
cilla Beauty Soap. Packed 
in a holiday box and 
priced at $3.25. 


—— owen re Ti a 


Wenders fer the % 


An inexpensive gift that 
is distinctive is the Bon- 
cilla Pack o’ Beauty, illus- 
trated above, containing 
enough Boncilla Beautifier, 
Bonalla Cold Cream, 
Boncilla Vanishing Cream, 
and Boncilla Face Powder 
for three to four complete 
facial packs. Costs only soc. 


Boncilla Toilet Waters, 
Locelle at $1.00 and Royal 
Bouquet at $2.00, are 
packed in attractive bot- 
tles, and are ever popular 
holiday gifts. 


Your favorite department 
store or drug store can 
supply you with any of 
these holiday numbers, or 
we will mail them to you 
direct on receipt of price. 
Price list on the special 
holiday line will be sent 
you free upon request. 


Boncilla Laboratories, 
443 East South Street, 
Indianapolis, Indiana. 


I enclose soc. Please 
send me introductory Bon- 
cilla Pack o’ Beauty. 


Address .... 


Ce S62 
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AUNT JEMIMA Says: 











ota 


“T'sein town, 
Honey!" 





Bless yo'heaht honey, 
laint nevah seena man 
yet so chilly he couldnt 
e thawed out with a 
pipin hot plate o' these 
pancakes 





WHEN it’s zero on the ther- 
mometer and your man wakes 
up with an equally frigid ~ good 


° ” ’ . 
morning” there s just ove thing to do. 





Fly to the kitchen and 
put the pancake griddle 
over the fire. Mix with two cups 
Aunt Jemima Pancake Flour two 
cups water (or milk if you prefer) 
and spot that batter on said griddle 


Keep kitchen door 
open so he can get a 
whiff of the sizzling 
cakes. You'll prob- 
ably hear a whistling 
sound coming from 





That’s a good sign. 


his bedroom. 


Don’t wait for the coffee. Call 
him to breakfast and set before him 
a big plate of these golden-brown 
Aunt Jemima Pancakes, with some 


butter and some 

syrup. Once he puts 

his fork into them, 
PANCAKE 

2k tym AROMA 





) sees how tender they are; 


once he tastes them, gets 
> that real old Southern flavor 
i -well, the crisis is over. 


When you sit down to 
Mr. Man has 


eat, just notice how 
changed —cheerful, 









chatty, beaming like 
Old Sol in summer- 
time ! 


Get a package of 
Aunt Jemima Pan- 
cake Flour from your 


grocer today. See 
how it 
keep yourhusband 


happy. 


helps to 


How to get Aunt 
Jemima Rag Dolls. See 
top of package 


1922, by Aunt Jemima Mills 
Ce.,. St. Joseph. Mo 
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Jars of Crisp Cookies 


Baked Fresh and Brown for Christmas Week 


By Lilian M. Gunn 


Department Foods and Cookery, Teachers College, Columbia University 


T THIS busy holiday-time cookies 
have this advantage over cakes 
that they may be made days, 


even a week, in advance, and if 
placed in an air-tight jar will be the 
better for keeping. 

Many kinds of cookies may be made 
from the same recipe by dividing the 
dough and giving each portion a dif- 
ferent flavor. Spices may be added, or 
three or four tablespoons of cocoa 
worked in to replace the same amount 
of flour. Cocoanut, chopped nuts, cur 
rants or raisins may be worked inte the 
dough or sprinkled on top before baking 

Cookies cut in the shape of bells, 
stars or Christmas trees are appropriate 
to the holiday season. Every child will 
love a Christmas tree cooky with citron 
for its trunk, and bits of candied cherries 
for fruit. 

The filled cooky is delicious. Cut 
them and spread half of the number 
with jam or jelly, 
but do not let the 
filling come over 
the edge. Cut the 
centres from the 
other cookies with 
a doughnut cutter. 
Very slightly 
moisten the edges of 
the filled cookies, 


place one of the 
others on top, and 
press the edges to 
gether. Bake 


Cooky dough al 
should be 


ways 
chilled. It may be 
mixed, put on ice, 


and the cookies cut 
and baked the next 
day. Flour the 
board and rolling 
pin, but do not have 
flour on the cookies 


* 2 10 ripe olives 
as it will show after 





Ripe - Olive Salad for 
Christmas Supper 


1 package cream cheese 


2 tablespoons orange juice 


ORANGE COOKIES 
4 cup orange juice 


2 cup fat 
2% cups flour 


1 cup sugar 


Grated rind of one 4 teaspoons baking- 
orange powder 
1 egg 


Mix in the order given alternating 
the orange juice and flour, which has 


been sifted with the baking-powder. 
Chill. Use more flour for rolling if 
necessary. When cut sprinkle with 
coarse granulated sugar. Bake in a 
moderate oven (about 360 degrees 
Fahrenheit ) 
CHRISTMAS CRISPS 

1 cup butter or butter 3 eggs 

substitute Juice and rind of one 
2 cups sugar lemon 


3 cups flour or more 


Mix like cake, chill. Roll very thin, 
cut in fancy shapes, brush over with 
white of egg and ornament with cherries, 
angelica or citron 
Bake a delicate 
brown, in moderate 
oven (about 380 
degrees Fahrenheit). 


FRUIT-AND-NUT 
COOKIES 
% cup fat 
2 cup sugar 
1 egg ~ 
3 tablespoons sweet 
milk 
% cup raisins 
% cup chopped nuts 
1 cup rolled oats 
1 cup flour 
1% teaspoon soda 
Mix in the usual 
manner sifting a 
little flour over the 
raisins before add- 
ing to the mixture. 
These cookies are 
very nice when they 
are dropped instead 
of rolled. Bake in 


baking. If a spatula 1 tablespoon finely minced parsley a moderate oven 
is run under the 1 head romaine (about 360 degrees 
dough before cut Break up the cheese with Fahrenheit). 

ting, the cookies a silver fork, season well, ae 

will come away add slowly the orange juice GINGER SNAPS 
from the board until it is of consistency to => : 

easily. Bake on a mold. Stone the olives and hte ll 
slightly greased pan cut’ very fine. Add_ the 1 cup brown sugar 

in a moderate oven olives to the cheese and form 1 egg 

(350 to 400 degrees the mixture into tiny balls et A e 


Fahrenheit) and re- 
move to a flat sur 
face to cool Place 
in a covered jar for 
keeping. Never put 
crisp and soft 
cookies or cake in 


about the 


romaine 


size of a marble 
Roll these in the parsley and 
lay them in the inside of the 
leaf 
cold with a French dressing 


water 
1 teaspoon salt 
1 teaspoon ginger 
. 1 teaspoon clove 
Serve very 1 teaspoon cinnamon 
Flour to make a 
stiff dough. Rub 











the same container, 

as the crisp ones 

will take up moisture from the others 
and become soft 


STANDARD RECIPE 
(which ay be varied as suggested above) 
2? teaspoons baking 
powder 
2 cups flour 
Flavor as desired 


cup tat 
1 cup sugar 
4 cup milk 
1 egg 

Cream the fat, add the sugar and 
the egg well beaten. Sift the baking 
powder with the flour and add to the 
mixture alternately with the milk. Chill 
More flour will have to be added in 
order to roll 


RUSSIAN ROCKS 
gat pound English 
walnuts cut fine 
teaspoon soda 


cups s 
2-3 cup butter 


3 eggs 
cup sweet milk teaspoon clove 
< cups flour 1 teaspoon cinnamon 


pound eeded 
raisins 


44 teaspoon nutmeg 


Cream the fat, add the sugar, then 
the eggs well beaten. Sift the dry in 
gredients with the flour; add the raisins 
and the nuts to the flour mixture, and 
add it to the first mixture alternating 
with the milk. Drop in teaspoons on a 
greased baking-sheet and bake in a 
rising oven (about 380 degrees Fahren- 
heit 

These are better if they are kept a 
week before using 


the butter and fat 
together, add_ the 
sugar, molasses, and the egg, well beaten. 
Sift the spices with a cup of flour and 
add to the first mixture. Add the rest 
of the flour and the water alternately 
to the mixture. 

Roll out thin, cut with a round cutter 
and bake in moderate oven (about 380 
degrees Fahrenheit). These will keep for 
weeks 


ROLLED WAFERS 


¥y teaspoon vanilla 
% cup milk 


% cup butter 
14 cup powdered sugar 


7g cup bread flour 
Cream the butter, add the sugar, 
then the milk drop by drop. Do not 


let the mixture separate but beat if it 
shows signs of separating. Add the flour 
and the flavoring. Grease the bottom 
of a square cake pan very slightly with 
melted butter and spread the mixture on 
the pan as thinly as possible. Crease 
with a knife in four-inch squares. Bake 
in a rising oven (about 380 degrees 
Fahrenheit). When light brown cut 
igain in the same creases, turn over and 
roll, commencing with the corner. This 
has to be done very quickly when the 
wafer is very hot. These wafers may 
be rolled in the shape of ice-cream cones 
and filled with whipped cream. 

In using these recipes, remember that 
all measurements are level. Be sure, too, 
to use standard measuring cup and spoons. 

















Rumford 
Doughnuts 


| bl the children have 

all they want! When 
made with RUMFORD— 
the Phosphate Baking 
Powder—they have real 


food value. Serve them 
at meal times and let the 
children eat them when 
they come in hungry 
from school. 


The RUMFORD WAY 
makes doughnuts that are 
rich, of fine texture and 
free from fat—doughnuts 
good for both big folks 
and little folks. 


Here is the recipe: 


3 cups flour 4 teaspoon 


% teaspoon ground nutmeg 
salt or cinnamon 
3 teaspoons °3 cup sugar 
Rumford Bak- 2 eggs 
ing Powder About 1 cup milk 


Sift together the flour, salt 
and baking powder and 
spice; add the sugar and 
mix to a soft dough with 
the eggs and milk. Cut 
out, fry in deep fat, drain 
and sprinkle with sugar. 


Ldsy Hoxwarite Rohtns 


Send for your copy of “The 
Rumford Modern Methods of 
Cooking’’ which contains many 
practical recipes you are sure to 


like. 


RUMFORD COMPANY 


Dept. 20 


Providence, R. I. 
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HE experience of 

most people with 
O-Cedar Polish is sim- 
ply this: 


They buy a 4-ounce 
bottle (costing 30c) sim- 
ply as a trial. 


They use it according to 
directions and are delighted 
with the results. Their fur- 
niture and woodwork take 
on new beauties — cleaner, 
brighter and prettier than 
ever before. 





So satisfactory 
are the results 
from the trial a 
larger size bot- 
tle is bought. 


The second 
purchase is gen- 
erally a 12- 
ounce bottle 
costing 60c— 








quantity for 
twice the 
money. 














As the won- 
ders—the util- 
ity—and supe- 
riority of O-Cedar are more fully 
appreciated people buy the larger 
| sizes —quarts, half gallons and gal- 
| lons effecting greater economies. 

Quarts are $1.25, half gallons $2.00 
| and gallons $3.00. 


‘dar 


‘‘Cleans as It Polishes” 
30c_to $3.00 sizes—All Dealers 








Your perfect satisfaction guaranteed 
or money refunded 


Channell Chemical Co., Chicago 


Torento - 


London - Paris - Cape Town 








or 3 times the | 

















1922 
’ 
Fortune’s Fool 
[Continued from page 62) 
“IT. . . I couldn't. I couldn't,” he “A draft of ale if I deserve your 
cried weakly. charity,” quoth he. “I am parched as an 
“Then I can” African desert. Phew! The heat!” 


She was pale but resolute. “If your 
pledge is all that holds you, I’ll take coach 
at once and go to Whitehall. George 
Monk’ll see me, or if he won’t his duchess 
will. I knew her well in the old days, 
when I was a young girl, and she was a 
sempstress glad to earn a groat where she 
could. She’ll not deny herself to an old 
friend. So if you but say the word, I'll 
soon deliver you from this pledge of yours.” 

His face lengthened. He looked away. 

“That is not all, Mistress Quinn,” he 
said very gently. “The fact is, I am 
touched, deeply touched. I did not think 
I had it in me to arouse the affection, or 
even the regard, of any woman. Even so, 
ma’am, whilst it moves me, it does not 
change my purpose. I am not a marrying 
man. 

“But . 4 

He raised a hand, dominantly, to check 
her. He had found the correct formula at 
last, and he meant to keep to it. 

“Useless to argue, ma’am. I know my 
mind. My reasons are as I have said, and 
so is the fact. I am touched; I am prodi- 
giously touched, and grateful. But there 
it is. 

His firmness turned her white with 
mortification. If she could have thrown it 
in his face that he had trifled with her 
affections, lured her on, to put this terrible 
affront upon her, she might have eased 
herself of some of the gall within her. 
But she could charge him with nothing 
that would bear the form of words. At 
last she walked to the door, moving a 
little heavily. 

“Seeing that things are like this, perhaps 
you'll make it convenient to find another 
lodging not later than tomorrow.” 

“Naturally ” he was beginning, 
when the door closed after her with a 
bang, and he was left alone. 


OLONEL HOLLES hummed softly to 
himself as he dressed with care to 
keep his momentous appointment at 

the Cockpit, and when his toilet was com- 
pleted you would scarcely have known him 
for the down-at-heel adventurer of yes- 
terday, so fine did he appear. 

Immediately after an early breakfast—at 
which he had been waited upon not by 
Mistress Quinn but by Tim the drawer— 
he had sallied forth and made his way to 
Paternoster Row. There he purchased a 
fine coat of red camlet laced with gold, and 
small-clothes, stockings and cravat in keep- 
ing. By the time he added a pair of 
boots of fine Spanish leather, a black silk 
sash, a new, gold-broidered baldrick and a 
black beaver with a trailing red plume, 
he found that fully three-quarters of his 
slender fortune was dissipated, and there 
remained in his purse not above eight 
pounds. But that should not trouble a 
man who within a couple of hours would 
pocket an order upon the Treasury. 

It still wanted an hour to noon. But 
early as it was there was another who 
had been abroad and at the Cockpit even 
earlier. This was His Grace of Buckingham, 
who, accompanied by his friend Sir Harry 
Stanhope, had sought the Duke of Albe- 
marle a full hour before Colonel Holles had 
been ready to leave his lodging. 

Holles came radiant with expectation, 
a gay, youthful-looking, commanding figure 
in his splendid red coat, to be crushed by 
the news that proved him Fortune’s fool 
again, as ever. 

His post had been given to Sir Harry 
Stanhope! It was Albemarle who for once 
showed excitement, Albemarle who in- 
veighed in most unmeasured terms against 
the corrupt influence of the Court and the 
havoc it was working. 

Albemarle stood sorrowfully regarding 
him. “This hits you hard, Randal, I know, 
and to be frank with you I hardly dare 
think that there will be another chance. 
For such as you they are not . . . frequent. 
But the unexpected may happen sooner than 
we dare to hope. If it does, be sure I'll 
not forget you. Be sure of that.” 

Holles thanked him steadily, and rose to 
depart, his radiance quenched, despondency 
in every line of him. 

He retraced his steps to the city on 
foot. A hackney-coach, such as that in 
which he had driven almost in triumph 
to the Cockpit, was no longer for him. 

As he entered the common-room of 
the Paul’s Head, Mistress Quinn turned 
from a group of citizens with whom 
she was standing in talk to follow him 
with her eyes, her lips compressed, as he 
passed on into his own little parlor, at the 
back. A moment later she went after him. 

He was flinging off his hat, and loosen- 
ing his doublet to cool himself, and he gave 
her good-morning airily as if yesterday 
there had not been an almost tragic scene 
between them. 

“What may be your pleasure, Colonel ?” 
she demanded forbiddingly. 


She went off in silence, and returned 
with a tankard, which she placed upon the 
table before him. Silently she watched 
him, frowning. As he paused at last in 
the enjoyment of his draft, she spoke. 

“Ye'll have made your plans to leave 
my house today as we settled it last night ?” 

He nodded, pursing his lips a little. “I'll 
remove myself to the Bird in Hand across 
the Yard this afternoon,” said he. 

She came forward to the table, and 
leaned heavily forward upon it. “My 
house,” she said, “is a reputable house, and 
I mean to keep it so. I want no traitors 
here, no gallows-birds and the like.” 

“Traitor? Gallows-bird!” He ejacu- 
lated slowly. “I don’t think I take your 
meaning, a D’ye apply these terms 
to me? To me 

“To you, ain’ 

He stared, stale a long moment. 
“Ye’re mad.” 

“No, I’m not mad, nor a fool neither, 
master rebel. And how should you be 
other than a traitor that was friends with 
traitors, that was close with traitors, here 
in this house of mine, as I have seen and 
can swear to at need, and would if I 
wanted to do you a mischief?” 

He crashed the tankard down upon the 
board, and came to his feet. “’Sdeath, 
woman! Will you tell me what you 
mean?” he roared, his anger fanned by 
uneasiness. “What traitors have I been 
close with?” 

“What traitors, do you say?” She 
sneered a little. 

“Maybe you’ve never heard of Tucker 
and of Rathbone, that was in here with 
you no later than yesterday I can swear. 
What had you to do with them? That’s 
what you can perhaps explain to the 
satisfaction of the justices. They'll want 
to know how you came to be so close with 
them two traitors that was arrested this 
morning, along of a dozen others, for con- 
spiring to bring back the Commonwealth.” 

It was like a blow between the eyes. 
“Arrested!” he gasped, his jaw fallen, his 
eyes startled. “Tucker and Rathbone ar- 
rested, do you say? Woman, you rave!” 
But in his heart already he knew that 
she did not. 

“IT don’t want my house named for a 
meeting-place of traitors, as you’ve made it!” 

She picked up the empty tankard, and 
reached the door before he could find words 
in his numbed brain to answer her. On 
the threshold she paused. 

“I'll bring you your score presently,” 
she said. “When you've settled that, you 
may pack and quit.” She went out, slam- 
ming the door. 

It was, of course, he reflected bitterly, 
the sort of thing that must be forever 
happening to him. And then he addressed 
his exasperated mind to the discovery of 
means to pay his debt. Like many another 
in his case, it but remained for him to 
realize such effects as he possessed. Curs- 
ing his confident extravagance of the morn- 
ing, he set about it. 

Ten pounds was all that he could raise 
on gear for which a few hours ago he had 
paid close upon thirty. 

Back to the Paul’s Head went Colonel 
Holles to find his hostess awaiting him 
with the score. And the sight of the latter 
turned him almost sick. It was the cul- 
minating blow of a day of evil fortune. 
He studied the items carefully, endeavoring 
to keep the dismay from his countenance. 

“This is a very heavy bill,” he said. 

“Tt is,” she agreed. “You have drunk 
heavily and otherwise received good enter- 
tainment. I hope you'll fare as well at the 
Bird in Hand.” 

“Mistress Quinn,’ he answered as 
steadily as he could, “I have sold my gear 
that I might pay my debt to you. Yet 
even so this debt exceeds my resources.” 

“Sold your gear, have you?” She 
uttered a laugh that was like a cough. 
“But you’ve not sold everything. There’s 
that jewel aflaunting in your ear that alone 
would pay my score twice over.” 

He started, and put a hand to the 
earring—that ruby given to him as a keep- 
sake by the lovely, unknown royalist boy 
whose life he had saved on the night after 
Worcester fight, some fifteen years ago. 
The old superstitions that his fancy had 
woven about it had placed it outside his 
realizable assets. Even now, in this desper- 
ate pass, when reminded of its value, the 
notion of selling it was repugnant to him. 
And yet perhaps it was against this very 
dreadful need, perhaps it was that he 
might save his neck—for she made it clear 
to him that nothing less was now at stake— 
that in all these years he had hugged that 
jewel against every blow of fortune. 


Miss Sylvia Farquharson was returning 
from the Silver Angel in Cheapside. She 
had made many purchases on her shopping- 

[Turn to page 87] 





STEERO 





Sir Ret am, 


‘BOUILLON CUBES 





Totake years off 
his appetite 


As the years pass, taste becomes 
jaded, minds and bodies know the 
strain of many cares. The happy 
anticipation of a hearty meal is no 
longer so keen. 


Serve a cup of steaming hot 
STEERO bouillon for the first 
course and the appetite grows young 
again. For there is a delightfully 
challenging flavor about STEERO 
bouillon that starts 
you right and 
makes you long 
for what follows. 





Drop a STEERO bouillon cube 
into a cup and pour on boiling 
water—that’s all there is to do. 
Make STEERO bouillon the first 
course for your next luncheon or 
dinner. 


When you are having scalloped 
dishes or warming up left-overs, 
the flavor can be greatly improved 
by adding STEERO bouillon 
cubes. Hash, stew, sauces and 
gravies are made more tasty by 


adding STEERO bouillon cubes. 
Put STEERO bouillon cubes 


on your order list today. They are 
for sale at grocery, delicatessen, 
and drug stores. Be sure to get 
STEERO bouillon cubes. The 
trade-mark STEERO isstamped on 
every wrapper. They come in boxes 
of 12, 50 and 100. If not readily 
obtainable at your dealer’s, we 
will mail to you direct, upon re- 
ceipt of 35 cents, a box of 12. 


Free samples of STEERO 
bouillon cubes 
Wewillsend you freesamplesof 
STEERO bouillon cubes. And 
for 10 cents a 64-pageSTEERO 
Cook Book full of prac 
tical recipes. Check and 
send the coupon below. 













Schieffelin & Co. 
273 William St., N. Y. 
Distributurs for 
American Kitchen 
Products Co., N.Y. 


"A cube 


makes 


artdneni=de enemas | 
American Kitchen 7. | Co. 

273 William St., Y. | 
Gentlemen : 
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» Free samples of STEERO bouillon « bee 
— S Sixty- -four-page Cook Book (enclosed ioc) | 
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Family Size ente 
$1.50 each Aug. 23, 


Mary Ann 
Cake Shell Pan 


revises all the ways of making 
cake—even bakes the bottom of 
the cake outside the pan—a shell 
dainty and tender asafresh honey- 
comb—deep enough for a liberal 
filling of fruit, jelly, custard, pre- 
serves, ices, etc.— family size big 
enough to goall ‘round the table 
banquet size forindividual 
service. Dozens of new desserts forevery 
entertainment . aaeeee rat will excite 
the wonder of every guest. Mary Ann 
Cake Shell Pan is made of one piece of 
highly polished aiemtihe cooking 
in solid silver—cleaned as easily as a 
china cup—wears forever—sold in every 
State—large and small towns—depart 
ment stores, hardware, china, house- 
furnishing, general 
stores, gift shops 
~or sent direct to 
you, if your dealer 
does not have them 
Take the lead in 
entertaining. Both 
sizes nicely boxed, 
suitable for gift 
purposes. 


Mary Ann Mig. Co., Lancaster, Pa. 


Please send the following direct to me, with 
your special recipe and instructions for 
making cake shelis (Vic) 





Banquet Size 


Set of Six, $3.00 


Family size, at $1.50 
Set Banquet Size (6) at $3.00 


I enclose no money, but wil! pay the postman 
on delivery. 


Name 
Address 
City or town 


Dealer's Name 








Why Folks 


Neglect Bran 


Why do so few people eat bran 
when all people know the need 
Because they don’t like clear brat 

In Pettijohn’s we hide the bra 
in a special soft rolled wheat—the 
most flavory wheat that grows. 

The taste surprises 
people. Wheat was 
never more 
Yet every dish supplies 
whole - wheat nutritior 
with 25% of bran. 

Try it—learn 
ple like it. It will solve 
your problem of making 
bran-food delightful. 


The Quaker Oats Company 
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ap 
Add boiling water 
and you bave « per ——— 
fect cap of co SS 
Ne groun ws *, no 
meses, ne w ate 
Faust Tes abe. in solub le form. Grocers or by mail 40 cents, 


C F. BLANKE TEA AND COFFEE 00., Dept. 5, St. Louis, Mo. 
for Yoursott 


GOINTO BUSINES ranted 


thing. one ey ee ous collmited. 7 ether bg -3 we men. 
Big Candy Booklet Free. Write for it today. Don tput it of | 
W. HILLYER RAGSDALE, Drawer 120 EAST ORANGE, N. J. 
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Sintram and His Companions 


[Continued 


Beyond the silent, silver fiord 

And deals with men in gentleness. 

For love of him, I follow him 

Though he forbid me, ne’er the less 

I follow in my page’s dress. 

And thus, today I missed my way, 

Wandering far and wide, alas! 

And lost my horse, and all astray 
Came to this sunset mountain pass. 
Biorn (maliciously): In sooth, you seem 

a likely jade, 

Though you’re a wife, who seemed a 
maid. (To his retainers.) 

I give her to the strongest sword! 

What! You have heard? 

What! Not one word? 

Begone, you cowards—you sluggish 
swine, 

Who eat my meat and drink my wine, 

Who owe me fealty and aid, 

And dare not touch this stranger jade! 

(Driving them from the table) 

To Verena (furious) 

My solemn vow you make me break, 

You mock me now for this jade’s sake, 

You pester me with priest and nun 

If nuns please you, become, then, one! 

Abbess of yonder convent !—so 

Take that old priest—take vows—and 
go! 

(Verena and Gabrielle retreat up the 
turret stairs and enter the room 
above. With fierce gestures, Biorn 
drives everybody from the hall. 
Then he resumes his place at the 
head of the table. 

To Death and the Devil I fill the bowl! 

Death and the Devil, then! Skoal and 
skoal ! 

(He reaches for his drinking horn, and 
discovers two strangers seated on 
either side of him. They are The 
Pale Pilgrim and The Little Master. 
The Pale Pilgrim, a tall, bony figure, 
is dressed in the ragged robes of a 
palmer. Rows of bleached bones 
hang loosely from his cape and 
girdle. The Little Master is a hump- 
back. He wears a blood-red, scal- 
loped hunting dress, and a cap with 
a long red quill slanting backward. 

Biorn (draws his dagger): Who are you, 

then? 

Who bid you sup with me? 

Littte Master (grinning): We are no 

strangers to your only son, 

Put up your knife. Call Sintram, and 
be done! 

Biorn: Sintram! Ho! Sintram! 

SrntRAM: Father, I come! 

(The Little Master laughs, hops up on 
the table, squats on the boar’s head, 
and grins at Biorn.) Enter Sintram 
(A dark youth with vague and 
haunted eyes, and very slim in his 
sombre dress. 

BiorN: Sintram, my son, 
Speak! Do you deign 
Claim knowledge of these 
This melancholy one 
This pallid Pilgrim grim? 
Or his companion— 

Surely you know not him! 

Lirtte Master: Sintram, I greet you, 
Friend of many years! 

Again I meet you—(To Biorn) 

Calm, O Biorn, your fears. 

We two have long been comrades of 
your son’s, 

Sintram we met upon that day 

His father vowed eternal hate, 

And swore by God and Thor to slay 

All strangers caught within his gate. 

Hot words! Hot blood! Hot hate! 
Hot breath! 

This, Biorn, was thy decree, and saith, 

As witnesseth we three, 

Or that thy son delivered be 

To Satan and to Death! 

Prrcrim: Who calls on Death? 

Biorn: I called not, I! For death what 

man is fain? 

Pitcrim: Woe to the man who calls on 

Death in vain! 

Brorn: Refrain! (To Sintram) 

Speak, an’ you know these twain! 

For if they lie, 

By Thor, (His hand on his dagger) 

They die! 

The Little Master roars with laughter) 

Littte Master: The more thou slay me, 

I remain unslain! 

Sintram, I greet you once again, 

Dear friend, whom I admire 

Brorn: Liar! 


twain— 


Prrcrim: Thy friend, O Sintram, to the 
end! 
SrntraM: Whene’er I wander in the wood, 


Where e’er I roam, where e’er I stray, 
Haunted by doubts like spectres gray, 
Obsessed by dreams not understood, 
These twain for evil or for good, 
Companion me along the way 
And follow me by night and day. 
(Outside, a huntsman leads Biorn’s horse 
up to the portal. Biorn seizes his 
boar spear, slings on his hunting 
horn, and elbows his way to the 
door.) 
Biorn: Sintram! 
huntsmen 


You ride with me! (To 


jrom page 13] 


A horse for the Lord Sintram, and my 
best ! 

Ho! Will you hunt the boar with me, 

Sintram, my son? 

Littte Master: Remain a moment more 
and see 

The wonder I have done! 

Brorn: Ho! Will you come? No! 

What! Will nothing wake you? 

Then may the devil and his demons take 
you! 

FANFARE: (Biorn rides off with his hunts- 
men.) 

SINTRAM: Father! 

Litrte Master: Hear me, Lord Sintram, 

Nor despise 

What I have wrought and caught 

To please thine eyes— 

A snow-white doe 

Without compare! 

Trapped for thy pleasure. 

Guard it well, 

Thy pretty treasure— 

Gabrielle ! 

(Enter Gabrielle from the turret, in 
white, with diamond girdle and tall, 
pointed headdress, with veil) 

GABRIELLE: Who summons me ? 

Litre Master: Mistress, ‘tis I, The 
Little Master 
GABRIELLE (to Sintram) : 

you, sir? 

With your boyish grace 

And melancholy face? 


And who are 


SinTRAM (entranced by her beauty): 1? 
I am Lord Sintram, son to the Earl 
Biorn! 


And, if I dare— 
Who may you be, fairest among the 
fair? 
GasriELLE: I, too, am nobly born, and 
Baroness of Mount Falcon, 
Which is my dear lord’s fief. 
LittLe Master (aside to Sintram): Dare! 
If thou darest! 
Court her, thou stupid one! 


SrIntTRAM: She is a wedded wife! 
LittLeE Master: Twixt thee and thy pas- 
sion, 


What is a life? 
Stay not thy hand! 
Tear obstacles away! ‘. 
If she be fair to thee, “ 
Await a day 
And set thy wedded sweetheart free! 
If any dare thy hand to stay, 
Then—slay ! 
StntrRAM: Slay? Whom? 
Littte Master: Her lord and master— 
GABRIELLE: I seem to feel a dread 
Of yonder dwarf in red— 
StntrRAM: Doth he alarm thee? 
GABRIELLE (perplexed): He seems to 
counsel thee to harm me; 
Look how he leers from thee to me— 
SrntraM: Like some strange flower 
My heart within me is unclosing, 
And in this hour, 
A thousand miracles disclosing; 
Within thine eyes 
Lies all eternity— 
All that hath been, this is, that yet 
shall be 
Of light! Thy hands are 
Slim and small and snowy white. Give 
them to me— 
GABRIELLE (startled) : Sintram—what mean 
thy strange demands? 
SINTRAM (passionately): O God, how fair 
thou art! Give me thy hands! 
LirtLte Master (in his ear): Sintram, she 
plays with thee 
To lead thee on! 
SINTRAM (springing to his feet) : 
O Gabrielle! 
Love—love—and passion burn me! 
Hear me, O Gabrielle! 
Nor coldly spurn me, 
But gently treat 
A suppliant at thy feet, 
GABRIELLE (in horror, rising) : 
Thou knowest well 
My love is plighted! 
I am no maiden, but a wedded wife! 
Back, for our soul’s sake—for thy wild 
soul’s life! 
LittLE Master: Fool! Would you let her 
flee ? 
Mark! She is mocking thee! 
SintraM (seizing her): Hear me, O 
Gabrielle adored— 
GABRIELLE (struggling): I choose to perish 
sinless, by thy sword, 
Ere I forget my husband and my pledge! 
Litrte Master: Clasp her now! Tame 
her! Carry her away! 
GABRIELLE (terrified) : Who is that demon? 
God! To thee I pray! 
Help me, O Christ divine! 
I make Thy sacred sign! (Crosses her- 
self.) 
LitrLe MAsTER (writhing and howling) : 
Away with her! Away! 
GABRIELLE: Sintram, thy nobler nature 
wakes! 
From evil turn! 
Have mercy on thy soul, for both our 
sakes, 
Lest we forever burn! 
The Little Master.) 
[Turn to page 84) 


Hear me, 


Sintram ! 


(Pointing at 
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Zanol Toilet Dainties 
Never Disappoint 





HERE’S pure 

delight in the 
use of Zanol Toi- 
let Dainties—Za- 
nol Cold Cream, 
Face Powder, 
Perfume and 
other toilet req- 
uisites. Their exquisite 
excellence makes them the unvarying 
choice of every woman who is desir- 
ous of “the perfect toilet.” 

Made from the purest materials, 
prepared by experts, Zanol Toilet 
Preparations are the highest quality 
it is possible to make. 


ANOL 


PRODUCTS 


And this self-same quality stands back of 
every one of the 350 Zanol products. The line 
includes our famous Non-Alcoholic 1 Flavori 
Extracts. Food Specialties and all housebol 
necessities. 

We sell direct from our factory through our 
authorized, exclusive distributors. This in- 
sures absolutely fresh merchandise— at 
lowest cost. Satisfaction guaranteed. 

A few good openings for ambitious men 
and women to represent us. Write re- 

garding your territory. Address Dept. 2. 
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._THEAMERICAN PRODUCTS COMPANY } 
Zanol Bldg. Cincinnati, Ohio 
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and Furnaces 
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our Special 21st Anniversary 
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to you prices from manufacturers. 
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dayne’ . Cash 
or easy payments. 24- 
hour shipments. 
less Furnaces, $52.95 and up. 
Money back guarantes. 
Ask for Catalog No. 198 
Kalamazoo Stove _Somenny 
Kalamazoo, Mich. 
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Dr Price's 


VANILLA 


Pure, full- reeeet, 
delicious and o 

ced just- right 
strength, shed os 
Vanilla im- 
Partsa 
melt-in- 
your-mouth 
goodness to 
home _bak- 
ing. - 
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Guaranteed 
Genuine Leather 


Bill —, Coin 
Purse, Card Case 


The‘; American Bankroll” 
923 model. Beautifully 


Engraved Absolutely FREE 


This ater ae pocketbook an ext 


appearance. 
a py DL will lao An 
with r friend We — 


ie pocketbook. 
“Seats extra yeuerese, as shown if 
Py itveu don’t ‘aaa See cs 


[Agents Maxe Bi = erst to us and we 


we refund your mones 
opting Une, Turn 


including 
into $$. Ask for for our ome 
P Agen ‘ 





fave been selling —- pocket 
books 





aS xtras ec be 
itt lam ny more ‘than sa’ sheds will return the 
x and Za." will return my money, a ee postage. 
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Send me your special Agent's broposition Oo 





Worthy vifts! Keen Kutter 


scissors and shears are so useful 


that as gifts they will arouse grate- 
ful remembrance for many a 
Christmas to come. 





“The recollection of QUALITY remains after 
the PRICE is Merk ice. bk ig! 


SIMMON 8s HARDWARE co. 


KEEN KUTTER 


You Can Make at Home 
Parchment Shades ani Lamps 
Easy Interesting Profitable 


Parchment Shades, Lamps 
and Shields in artistic designs 
are the newest vogue. Save 
% usual price by getting our 
Shades and Lamps fiat,"de- 
Signed ready for coloring. 
Full directions for making; 
so simple anyone can do it. 
Free Catalog shows 300 in- 















teresting shr:es, sizes 
and designs. If you are interested in study- 
ing color harmony, unusual methods of 
treatment, effectivecombinations,send 
lic for “Instructions Parchment 
Shade Painting and Making’”’—in- 
cludes complete directions for paint- 
ing and setting up shades. Sent free 
with every painting outfit. 


CHINA PAINTERS! 
The latest of everything in china— 
saving from 10 to 40 percent. Weare 
America’s largest white china im- 
porters and sell direct to users, 


Send for Free Catalog No. 538 













guaranteed by 30 years 
service to millions of 
Americans. 
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Useful, Inexpensive 


NEW kind of gift! Why not send 

A to your housekeeper-friends some of 

the McCall booklets you have found 

helpful? One, several, or a complete 

set of the booklets will be an unusual and 

delightful gift. Or, you may need these 
booklets for your own use: 


Do You Pian THE Fun or Hovse- 
Buitpinc Next Sprinc? Our booklet, “A 
Group of Little Homes,” compiled by 
Robert Cummings Wiseman, _ illustrates 
twelve types of the small house with 
architectural plans for each. Price, 10 
cents. 


AN Important Step IN EsTABLISHING 
A Home is doing away with household 
drudgery. Do you know about the new 
mechanical servants which make cooking 
and cleaning easier? “The Modern Home,” 
by Lillian Purdy Goldsborough, will help 
you to save yourself needless work and 
worry. Price, 10 cents. 


But TuHere Are Garpens on McCall 
Street, too. “Down the Garden Path,” a 
handbook of practical gardening advice by 
Dorothy Giles, member of The Garden 
Club of America, will solve for you the 
secret of continuous bloom in the garden. 
Send stamped, self-addressed envelope for it. 


Hospiratity Prays A Very REAL Part 
in homemaking. 

Are you looking for plans for contests, 
favors, table decorations, and “stunts” that 
will make any party “go?” Our booklet, 
“Parties All The Year,” by Claudia M. 
Fitzgerald will help you to entertain your 
friends successfully. Price, 10 cents. Send, 
too, a two-cent stamp for “A Fairy Tale 
Party for Christmas.” 


Witn ENTERTAINING, COMES THE 
PROBLEM OF REFRESHMENTS. Do you long 
for some menus that are different? 

“What to Serve at Parties,” is the title 
of a booklet compiled by Lilian M. Gunn, 
which gives menu suggestions and recipes 
suitable for entertainments of every kind. 
Price, 10 cents. 


OrTtEN THE WomaAN Wuo Has No 
Marp hesitates to entertain as frequently 
as she would like. Yet there are many 
ways of simplifying table service. 

Our booklet, “Entertaining Without a 
Maid,” has been planned to help you in all 
these problems. Price, 10 cents. 


Wuat Foops Can You Keep on the 
pantry shelves so that every emergency will 
find you prepared? Our booklet, “Time- 
Saving Cookery,” answers this and tells 
right food combinations and ways to pre- 
pare delicious dishes. Price, 10 cents. 


Tuat Att-ImMpoRTANT MEMBER OF THE 
FAMILY, THE Bay, is not neglected. 

Our booklet, “The Friendly Mother,” 
by Helen Johnson Keyes, tells expectant 
mothers how to guide their lives during 
the months before their babies are born. 
The booklet is endorsed by Dr. Franklin 
A. Dorman, director of the Maternity Divi- 
sion of the Woman’s Hospital, New York 
City. Price, 10 cents. 


Senp Your ReQgvest, ENcLosinc Post- 
AGE to pay the cost, for any of the fore- 
going, to The Service Editor, care of 
McCall’s Magazine, 236 West 37th Street, 
New York City. 





(CHRISTMAS GIFTS FOR EVERY- 
y ONE! Directions for making a 
practical black oilcloth cover for a 
recipe book and a telephone direc- 
tory; for decorating a gay little slate 
for bridge scores; for designing an 
oilcloth cover for the bridge table; 
for making a lovely candy box, a 
hand-bag, book-ends, pulls for window 
shades, a needle-book. Also, charm- | 
ing, novel ways to decorate the home 
for Christmas fully described. Send 
for these (enclosing a stamped, self- 
addressed envelope) to The Service 
Editor, McCall’s Magazine, 236 West 
37th Street, New York City. 
































Mrs. Paul Armstrong leaned back con- 
tentedly in the luxurious depths of her 
Pullman chair. The gentle swaying of the 
great coach soothed her into a dreaminess 
that found expression in languid eyes 
which idly drank in the beauties of the 
swiftly changing scenery. Mrs. Paul Arm- 
strong was thinking. 

This was the day of days to which she 
had so eagerly looked forward these past 
five years. Five years of wishing—and it 
seemed but yesterday that despair clutched 
heavily at her heart—her roseate dreams 
of the then future but mocking mirages of 
something that could never be. 

Yet it had come to pass. Here she was 
on the journey she had been planning for 
so long. With keen satisfaction she con- 
templated the dress she wore. Never be- 
fore had she been able to dress this way, 
and she sensed, womanlike, the attractive- 
ness of her appearance. 

And she had brought all these things 
into her life solely through her own ef- 
forts. Nobody had helped her. It was 
her victory and hers only. 

She glanced at the tiny watch of white 
gold which gleamed on her wrist. Fifteen 
minutes more and she would greet the 
mother whom she had not seen for ten 
years. And she would be proud of how 
she looked. How happy she would be dur- 
ing the next four weeks of that long de- 
layed visit. To Myra Armstrong this was 
her great adventure and the climax was near, 

Idly she began turning the pages of the 
magazine on her lap. Suddenly she stop- 
ped. There it was, the advertisement of 
the firm through which her fondest hopes 
had been realized. Her thoughts flew back 
over the months and in her mind’s eye 
she saw plain as day another advertise- 
ment, the one she had answered when 
resolution had taken firm hold on her spirit 
and urged her to achieve the thing she 
wanted so much. 

How well she remembered that first 
letter she had written to the Gearhart 
Knitting Machine Company. The prompt- 
ness with which she had decided had 
astonished even herself and never a regret 
had there been during the months that 
followed. She was glad—glad, oh how 
glad she was that it had all come about. 

If anyone had told Myra Armstrong 
five years back that she could go into 
business and actually earn money she 
would have looked at them in amazement. 
Married young, she had learned no trade 
or profession and had been taught to lean 
upon the male members of the family and 
look to them for everything. What they 
could not give her, she had learned to do 
without. 

She had not been married long when 
misfortune entered her life. For some time 
her husband was out of employment. Busi- 
ness depression continued their extremity 
for a longer period. 

Uncomplainingly she had accepted the 
inevitable, resolutely stilling every desire 
for pretty things, saving every penny, econ- 
omizing until it seemed that they were 
living on air alone. It had been hard-— 
very hard, for there was one desire that 
could not be quieted: It was to see her 
beloved mother who lived so far away. 

Always is there something that impels 
towards success. It may be a great de- 
sire, a great ambition or a great love. In 
the end it wins if it is strong and great 
enough. It was love and desire that im- 
pelled Myra Armstrong to take up home 
knitting and relieve the financial stringency 
which threatened her health and happiness. 

She had been attracted by more than 
one advertisement offering the means of 
home employment. One had not appealed 
to her as entirely reliable, another she put 
aside because there were veiled insinua- 
tions of unreasonable earnings, with 
homes, automobiles and grand pianos pic- 
tured as possibilities from the results of 
home knitting. She sensibly concluded 
that she could expect none of these and 
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Ker Creal Adventure 


How a Woman's Spare Time 
Was Turned Into Ready Money 


Story By Herberta Woodward 
Mlustration by Johanna Thorsnrwn 


Myra Armstrong 
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luxurious Pullman 
chair. 





being senstble she wanted nothing more 
than a fair opportunity to turn her spare 
time to account for a fair remuneration 
Finding the Gearhart Company a long es- 
tablished and conservative firm with a 
reputation for the squarest kind of deal 
ing, the Gearhart Standard Knitter had 
been her choice. 

Myra Armstrong remembered well the 
day the Knitter had arrived. She could 
hardly wait to unpack it and start knitting 
the Allwear Hosiery she had read about 
so much. It had not been easy at first. 
The precise, machine-like movements cf 
the scores of needles were a little con- 
fusing but she was determined and, with 
the aid of the instruction book, soon mas- 
tered the operation. If thousands of other 
women could do it, she could and she did 

The start was slow, she remembered. 
The first pair of socks took some time but 
gradually her speed increased until one 
time she found she had earned nearly 
three dollars in a single day. And it was 
all done during spare time. 

This hosiery she sent to Gearhart who 
guarantees under a three-year contract to 
accept and pay for all the Standard All 
wear Hosiery a man or woman can turn 
out. Soon she found that she could sell 
the hosiery to stores and neighbors at 
good prices. Everybody admired the hand- 
some, strong, well-knitted woolen socks. 
Now she was in business for herself—and 
indeed she had been right along, just as 
much as any manufacturer who makes a 
product for another to market. After a 
while her little business became establish- 
ed and although she had the three-year 
contract to fall back on whenever she de- 
sired, yet neighbors and local stores took 
all she could turn out, Then came a day 
when the name of Myra Armstrong ap- 
peared on a little bank book: her savings 
grew ; the lines of worry disappeared from 
her face and she sang as she worked. 

The months passed quickly: for they 
were pleasant months to live. The simple 
things she needed came one by one, not 
costly things but good and _ serviceable. 
Then the long cherished journey ‘to her 
mother, 

“Bless that advertisement,’’ cried Myra 
Armstrong almost audibly as the brake- 
man cried her stop. “I don’t see why any 
woman need sigh and wish for the reason- 
able necessities of life when, with a little 
determination, a few dollars and the Gear- 
hart Home Knitter, she can so easily find 
the key to her desires.” 

This illustrative story is frankly meant 
to impress the reader, man or woman, in 
a fair way, with the possibilities of utiliz- 
ing spare time at home in the knitting of 
Allwear Hosiery. 

The Gearharts want more home work- 
ers associated with them in the great All- 
wear Hosiery industry. Everything is made 
as easy as possible. An iron-clad, three- 
year contract is given which obliges Gear- 
hart to pay you a liberal price for knitting 
all the Standard, well-knitted hosiery you 
can turn out, free yarn is sent with each 
machine and all possible assistance render- 
ed in getting started. Gearhart Knitting 
Machines do their work well and speedily 
when intelligently operated, they make less 
noise than a sewing machine and a mere 
child can turn the crank. They can knit 
many things besides Allwear Hosiery ;— 
baby sweaters, caps, mufflers, scarfs, lovely 
things of wool for grown- -ups and the chil- 
dren, mittens and other things. 

Those who do not care to dispose of 
their product themselves will find the 
three-year contract furnishes a ready mar- 
ket. If you wish to turn your spare time 
into profit, you will find Gearhart Home 
Knitting a pleasant and practical occupa- 
tion. Simply clip the coupon and mail to 
the Gearhart Knitting Machine Company, 
Clearfield, Pa. and full information will 
be mailed you immediately, including your 
juide Book and free samples of knitting 
Address Dept. MCD. 


COUPON) --ncr-n-n-nennn-ones 


You may send me full details regarding association with your company in the use of my spare 
time in knitting Allwear Hosiery, my Guide Book and free samples of knitting—without obligation 
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Send for 1s 
New Day ‘Dream “ 
Alequaintance 
( Tox 


Among the preferred sugges- 
tions for early Christmas shoppers 
you will find Day Dream Gift 
Packages at the better shops. 


And, that you may learn to know Day 
Dream without delay, we are offering the 
new “Acquaintance Box,” which brings 
you a generous trial packet of each of 
five better known Day Dream Boudoir 
Creations—the Perfume, Face Powder, 
Poudre Creme, Cold Cream and Soap. 
lo obtain your “Acquaintance Box” 
send 25c in ave or coin to Stearns, 
Perfumer, 6531 Jefferson Ave., 


Detroit, Michigan. 


STEARNS—PERFUMFR 
Detroit, Michiga Wind Ontar 
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¢ 
| Only One ay to Tell 
| which Depilatory is Best 


PPLY DeMiracle to one spot 
{ and any other depilatory to 
another. Wait a week and the 
results will prove that DeMiracle 
is the best hair remover on earth. 





You need not risk a penny in try- 
ing DeMiracle. Use it just once 
and if you are not convinced that 
it is the perfect hair remover re- 
turn it to us with the DeMiracle 
Guarantee and we will refund 
your money. For your protection 
insist that any other depilatory is 
guaranteed in the same manner. 


DeMiracle is not a sealing wax, 
powder, paste or so called Cream. 
You simply wet hair with this nice 
DeMiracle sanitary liquid and it is 
gone. DeMiracle is the most eco- 
nomical because there is no waste. 


60c, $1.00, $2.00 






Three Sizes: 


Ata 


DeMiracfe 


Dept. P.15, Park Ave. and 129th St., New York 
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Sintram and His Companions 


[Continued from page 82) 


There squats a thing that counsels thee 
to sin! 

VERENA’s VoIce (without): Sintram! 
GaBRIELLE: Listen! Thy abbess-mother 
calleth thee! 

(Exit Gabrielle left. Enter Verena clad 
as an abbess, followed by her nuns, 
right. The Little Master flees to 
the woods with a howl of terror.) 

VERENA: Sintram, my son, farewell! 

I leave the lustful earth 

Its pride and pomp I humbly sell 

For nothing, at its worth. 

Sintram, my son, farewell, farewell! 

He clings to her. She kisses his hair. 
Verena gives Sintram the gold cruci- 
fix she carries.) 

VERENA: Sintram, trust not thy sword! 

Sintram, trust no man’s word! 

This be thy weapon in the fight; 

In this lies all thy hope and might— 

Hope for the world so long denied 

Hope for the world for which One 
died— 

Christ crucified! (Exit slowly.) 

Sintram rises and stands in gloomy 
meditation, the heavy crucifix hang- 
ing in his hand. The Pale Pilgrim 
crouches over the fire, hidden in his 
cloak. Cautiously from the forest, 
comes The Little Master. He peers 
stealthily about, cringes at sight of 
the crucifix, but presently plucks up 
courage and comes in jauntily, leaps 
to the table, squats on the Boar's 
head, and whispers in Sintram’s ear.) 

SINTRAM (violently): No! It is ended! 

Tempt me no more! 

Littte Master: Here is her chamber door! 

A vision of the turret stairs and the 
door. As it dissolves, the crazy Pil- 
grim begins to whirl in a horrible 
dance. His bones rattle. Dreadful 
shapes detach themselves from the 
vaulted ceiling and creep out of 
corners. 

Sintram, a prey to violent temp- 
tation, begins to stride to and fro. 
Once he draws his sword upon a 
horrible shape that confronts him, 
hesitates, shudders, flings it away, 
and, taking the crucifix, uncon- 
sciously drives it into his sword 
sheath. He continues to stride to 
and fro. Then he sinks down and 
buries his head in his arms. Dread- 
ful creatures crawl about him. Then 
a vision of Gabrielle appears beside 
him, leans over and caresses him 
is he reaches out one hand, blindly, 
to touch her, she changes into The 
Little Master, who shouts with 
laughter. Suddenly, all his passion 
blazes out in a bitter cry.) 

SINTRAM (drawing his dagger): Gabrielle! 
I die for love of thee! 

O death, receive me! (The Pale Pilgrim 
stays his hand.) 

(The creatures swarm after Sintram, as, 
frantic and half crazy, he rushes 
toward the turret door. The Little 
Master opens it for him. Verena 
confronts him, on guard. With a 
furious cry, he draws what he thinks 
is his sword It is the crucifix. As 
he lifts it high, it becomes a dazzling 
cross. The Little Master slams the 
turret door, shrieks, and writhes at 
the sight of the fiery symbol. Then 
he leaps, screaming, out of the win- 
dow. The creatures flee. The Pil- 
grim alone remains, passes one arm 
around Sintram’s shoulder, and leads 
him, half senseless, to a seat.) 

CURTAIN 

ACT II. [tHe BaALtet] 

Outside the castle. Left, the postern; 
a turret above. Centre a glade in the 
forest flanked (right) by a ravine choked 
vith mist 

Up out of the misty gulf fly filmy shapes 
that land lightly upon the plateau and 
whirl in a phantom dance. 

Sintram enters wearily. He is followed 
by The Pale Pilgrim, capering and playing 
a fiddle, and by The Little Master dancing 
and strumming a guitar. Sintram, ex- 
hausted, seats himself, resting his head on 
his hand. The ballet continues; The Pale 
Pilgrim and The Little Master capering, 
fiddling and strumming, while moon and 
stars grow dimmer and a pallid dawn begins 
to whiten the skyline 

The Little Master approaches Sintram, 
whispers, points to the turret above the 
postern. The figure of Gabrielle in her 
page’s dress ts seen at the window, lamp 
in hand 

The Little Master and the dancers point 
to her and urge Sintram on. Sintram re- 
sists. As Gabrielle disappears from the 
turret window, the Ballet ends; the dancers 
vanish. Sintram is left clinging to The 
Pilgrim's cloak, while The Little Master 
squats near playing the dance-air on his 
guitar 


Littite MASTER Now thy true-love shall 
appear 


Tip-toe, tip-toe; tripping near, 

Tip-tap-tip-toe, 

Tip-tap-tip-toe ! 

Lightly comes and lightly goes, 

Light-o’-Love on tip-tap-toes, 

Hah! The jilting jade is here! 
(The Curtain remains up) 


ACT. Ill 


Scene: The same. The postern gate 
opens. Gabrielle creeps out, bent on escap- 
ing. Sintram does not see her. The Little 
Master approaches and bars her way. She 
recoils to the gate. The Little Master, 
watching her, retreats nimbly toward Sin- 
tram. 


Litre Master: Sintram! 

(Sintram turns, sees Gabrielle, springs 
forward to confront her.) 

SINTRAM (crazed with passion): Behold, 
my Love returneth free 

To bide with me and fly with me; 

Her scorn no longer spurneth me, 

She'll love and live and die with me! 

GABRIELLE (struggling away from him): 

Sintram, thy passion earneth thee 

The curse of God on thee and me! 

Sintram, thy passion burneth me 

In flaming hell’s eternity! 

(Sintram seizes her; she repulses him.) 

(He again seizes her brutally, pushes 
her into the postern, slams the iron 
gate, and locks it. A distant horn.) 

Littte Master: Hither he rides who 
holds thy Love in thrall! 

Mount Falcon’s Lord! Hark to his 
hunting call! (The horn again.) 

Littte Master: Now rides he here, hot 
on his lady’s track; 

I'll speak him fair—you stab him in the 
back! 

StntrRAM: I will not use him so! 
Littte Master: Poltroon! 

Is it the dying moon 

With sickly light 

That whitens thee with fright? 

SrNTRAM (in agony): The curse of Biorn 

Is on me! I must slay 

And snatch with bloody hands what I 
betray ! 

Littte Master: Then sound thy horn 

And bar Mount Falcon’s way! “(Horn 
nearer.) 

(Sintram springs to his feet and sounds 
his horn. Enter Mount Falcon.) 

SINTRAM (staring): O God, who knows 
not how my soul to save, 

This youth comes very gaily to his 
grave! 

(To Mount Falcon) 

Thy name and errand! Speak! 

Mount Fatcon: Lord of Mount Falcon, I, 

Who seek my young wife that hath 
strayed 

Like some fond wayward maid, 

Trailing her lover by his hunting horn 
Art thou the son of Biorn? 

SINTRAM: So am I born. 

Mount Fatcon: Lord Sintram hight? 

StntRAM: That is my name and title, 
gentle knight. 

Mount Fatcon: Hast thou seen her | 
seek ? 
LittLteE MASTER: 

nor speak! 

(Sintram slowly shakes his head.) 

SIntRAM: What fate befell thy Gabrielle 

I do not know and I cannot tell 

I do not know her name 

Or face. 

Mount Fatcon: The brand of shame, 

The lie’s disgrace, 

Burns like a flame of hell 

Thy hang-dog face! 

Thou liest! 

SmntRAM (draws): Now, by the Devil's 
dam, 
Now, by the great Black Ram, 

Thou diest! 

Mount FAatcon (draws): 
me 

What God gave me; 

And so, go free; 

Pray to the Holy Three to save thee 

From thine enemy. 

Yonder he stands— 

Evil of zons; and in all earthly lands 

Anathema! (Crosses himself.) 

(The Little Master screams and cowers 
by Sintram.) 

SrntraM: I care not by the Ram what 
he may be— 

Appolyon, Satan,—’tis the same to me; 

If my lost soul in deepest hell must 
dwell, 

Let me be doubly damned through 
Gabrielle ! 

(Attacking Mount Falcon.) 

Now let the Tyrant God my dark soul 
damn ! 

On guard! (They fight.) 

(A great bell tolls on the castle. At 
the sound both combatants pause 
and turn to stare at the postern, 
which slowly opens. There is a 
glimmer of torches. 

SmntraMm (staring): Whom bring they 
yonder on that bed? 
[Turn to page 86) 


Shake thy young head, 


Sintram, render 





“Some 
present” 


What a wonderful thing 
it will be for any boy whose 


on Christmas day on his own 
Buescher True-Tone Saxo 
A ophone is a 
y's instrument, to which 
he takes naturally and which: 
he easily masters. 
The technique of the Saxo- 
phone interests and tempt. 
a boy's ambition. It brings 
out and develops his latent 
musical talent. It is th 
easiest of all wind instru 
ments to play, and one of the 
most beautiful. Your boy ca 
learn the scale in an hour and in a few 
weeks be playing popular airs. 
Nothing can take the place of the Saxophone 
for home entertainment, church, lodge, schoo! 
It is the one instrument that everyone can play—and it 
wholly satisfies that craving everybody to personally 
produce music. 


ES CL 


True-Tone Saxophone 
Free Trial—Easy Payments 


We make it easy for you to get your boy a Saxophone this 
Christmas. You may order any Buescher Saxophone, Cor- 
net, Trumpet, Trombone or other Band or Orchestra Instru- 
ment without paying in advance, and try it six days in your 
own home, without obligation. If perfectly satisfied, pay 
Sax it on easy terms to suit your convenience. 


ophone Book Free nai "Saxophone taker viol, 
Saxo bass parts, and many other things you would like to know 
Ask for your copy. 

BUESCHER BAND INSTRUMENT CO. 
5166 Buescher Block, Elkhart, Ind. 
Makers of Everything in Band and Orchestral instruments 

I BUESCHER BAND INSTRUMENT CO, 
5166 Buescher Biock, Elkhart, ind, 
d in the instrument checked below | 


















Gentil : lemi 
1” ... Saxophone ......Cornet ...... Trombone ..... Trumpet | 
(Mention any other Instrument interested in) 











PIRATE & 
TRAVELER 


ONE OF THE MILTON BRADLEY GAMES 
FOR CHILDREN 





MILTON BRADLEY CoO. 
Springfield, Mass. 
Makers of the World’s Best Games 


ASTHMA 


The assurance of comfortable repose ap- 
peals to every sufferer from asthma. 

The popularity of Vapo Cresolene is due 
to— 

Continuous treatment while the patient 
enjoys undisturbed rest. 

Avoidance of internal medication. 

Prompt relief. Unquestionable merit. 











321 The household remedy for bronchial troubles 
Sold by druggists 
Send for descriptive booklet 14B 


THE VAPO-CRESOLENE CO. 


© Cott Seen. New York 
‘or Leeming-Miles Building, Montreal, 
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paves IS MISERY 


I know because Iwas Deaf and had Head Noises 
for over 30 years. My invisible Antiseptic oa 
































Drums restored my hearing and s Head N 
and will do it for you. They. ee y Megapbes aes. 
‘annot be seen when worn. when Deaf 
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Your Baby’s 
Needs 


Send for Catalogue 
of 
Complete Layettes 
Separate Garments 
Nursery Furniture 


| Free Sample Case 
of 
Non-Nettle Flannels 
White Goods 
Rubber Sheeting 
17 Paper Patterns 25¢ 
| THE LAMSON BROS. CO. 


| Summit & Adams Sts., Toledo, Ohio 
[3] 

















e any Garment 
or Drapery with 
“Diamond Dyes” 


Each package of “Diamond Dyes” con- 
tains directions so simple that any woman 
can dye or tint faded, shabby skirts, 
dresses, waists, coats, sweaters, stockings, 
hangings, draperies, everything, a new, 
rich, fadeless color. Buy “Diamond Dyes” 
—no other kind—then perfect home dye- 
ing is guaranteed, even if you have never 
dyed before. Tell your druggist whether 
the material you wish to dye is wool or 
silk, or whether it is linen, cotton, or 
mixed goods. Diamond Dyes never 
streak, fade, or run. 

Wells & Richardson Co., Burlington, Vt. 








3 Beautiful Neckties for $1| 


HIS EVERWEAR NECK- 
WEAR is made from the 
very best fibresilk in various col- 
ors. They are washable, revers- 
ible, have a fine luster and) ap- 
pearance and are packed in in- 
dividual gift boxes. Send check, 
money order or stamps. Postage 
prepaid. If for any reason goods 
are not satisfactory, return and 
money refunded, Good Xmas 
proposition for Agents, church 
fairs and carnivals. 


FISHER KNITTING Co. 
1038 Jefierson Ave. Buffalo, N. Y. 

















o=>Be a Nurse 


Learn in spare time athome 
rn $30-—$35 a week 
Brere woman should learn. We 


in Nurses, 
Mothers and Reiigious Workers 


by our Fascinating Home-study 
~ py ee 
Endorsed by physicians. 
lished 22 years. 
Earn while learning 
8 and under 55 











I's EASY WITH THe BROIDERFAST 
iders beautifully. Gi 

coat suits, dresses a: 

beauti 


broid: 
French knot. Send only $1.00 for holder, three size 
needle points and full directions. Money back in 
three days if not satisfied. Terms toagents with first 
order SAOMDERF AST SALES CO.. Dest 6 Fort Worth. Texas. 









BATIK 


EAGLE DYE CO., 42 Warren Street, New York 


COLD WATER DYES 


Set of 8 strong vivid colors, enough 
for 50 designs, including full direc- 
tions. Sent by mail. Price $6.00 per 
set. C.O.D. Postage extra. 
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Forgetting Father 
By Estelle De Young Barr 


HERE are all kinds of fathers; “hero” 
fathers, “nuisance” fathers, “bogey” 
fathers, 
—fathers. 

The duties of fatherhood are believed 
by many fathers—and mothers too—to 
consist of “providing,” getting in the way 
at dusting time, “fixing things,” spanking, 
and reading the paper at breakfast. Many 
children also understand these to be the 
essential functions of father. 

Mother’s duties for the child are much 
more definite; they have to be. The child's 
life is physically so dependent on _ the 
mother that mother is never in doubt as 
to just what she is there for. Nursing, 
dressing, bathing, healing, teaching, training, 
playing, feeding—mother has dozens of jobs. 
Mother must be the mistress of all trades; 
too often father is only the “jack” of onc. 

Why. is father forgotten? 

For one thing, he usually isn't around 
the house very much except at week-ends. 
But that is why, when he is home, father 
should be very much in evidence. He 
should “father” as much during the hour 
or two a day and the week-ends as mother 
“mothers” in her fifteen-hour day and her 
seven-day week. Most fathers develop their 
perfection in uselessness early by not being 
forced to help in the physical care of the 
new baby. Bathing, dressing and feeding 
are within the abilities of any father if he 
is trained properly—and he should be. It 
really isn’t harder to hold a baby correctly 
than to hold a golf club. 

And from dressing the baby, the trained 
father logically begins to take a part in 
training the child. The unforgotten father 
becomes a playmate. 

Sunday. Father's only day of rest! 
But children know no rest. Do they realize 
the benefits of quiet and relaxation while 
father sits buried in a newspaper? No. 
“I want to see.” “I want to sit with 
you.” “What’s this?” Shall the eternal 
questions be “squelched,” the natural curi- 
osity be strangled while father rests and 
mother is busy about the house? The 
desire to see and to know, the first signs 
of intellectual development and the longing 
to share in the fun, the first signs of social 
development, are they mother’s province or 
father’s? Are they for weekdays only, or 
for Sundays, too? , 

“Hero” fathers may not perhaps seem 
as common as they used to be in the 
good old days when “respect for one’s 
elders” came next to cleanliness as the third 
of the major virtues. But even if this awe 
is not encouraged by strict disciplinary 
measures, most fathers are really heroes to 
their children. If father is a banker, then 
banking is heroism. If father is town 
scavenger, then street cleaning is heroism. 
If father is red-headed, then red hair is a 
mark of royalty. Hero-worship is natural 
in children at a certain age. And father 
might as well be a hero as Babe Ruth or 
George Washington. 

But “hero” fathers, unfortunately, too 
easily become “bogey” fathers; hero- 
worship may become awe. Then mother 
begins to say, “Wait until daddy comes 
home!” Sometimes this begins merely as 
a confession of helplessness; sometimes it is 
really a confession of laziness. The child 
soon realizes that it can do as it pleases 
during the day. It realizes that daddy is 
there only to judge and punish and there- 
fore is someone to avoid. The mother’s 
helplessness grows on her until it becomes 
cowardice. 

The home should be one. The child 
should feel equally responsible for its 
behavior to either parent. Father should 
not soothe it with a piece of candy if it 
has been disobedient to mother nor should 
mother counteract father’s discipline. 


“playmate” fathers and 





HE revelation that she is to bear 

a baby brings to almost every 
woman a breathless ecstasy mingled 
with terror. She knows she needs 
guidance every day that lies ahead of 
her. “The Friendly Mother,” written 
by Helen Johnson Keyes and ap- 
proved by Franklin A. Dorman, M.D., 
Director of the Maternity Division 
of the Woman’s Hospital of New 
York City, gives her full advice and 
information. Price, 10 cents. Write 
for the booklet to Mrs. Keyes, Care 
of McCall’s Magazine, 236 West 37th 
Street, New York City. 























Hurry! Use 35c Danderine 





Don't let hair fall out and dan- 
druff stay. Neglect means a bald spot 
shortly. A little “Danderine” now will 


save your hair. 


This delightful tonic 
cleans the scalp of every particle of 
dandruff, tightens the hair-root pores, 
so the hair stops coming out and so|warning you, 
the vitalizing oils, which are the very |and get a 35-cent bottle now. Don’t wait’ 


life and strength of the hair, can not 
ooze away. 

Danderine is not sticky or greasy. It 
has made weak, sick, neglected hair 
strong and healthy for millions of men 
and women. Your comb or brush is 
Hurry to any drugstore 











Give “California Fig Syrup” 












Child’s Harmless Laxative 





Hurry mother! A teaspoonful of | Ask your druggist for the genuine 
“California Fig Syrup” today may pre- | “California Fig Syrup.” It never cramps 
vent a sick child tomorrow. If your child | or overacts. Full directions for babies 


is drooping, upset, remember a 
laxative is often all that is necessary. 








For 10 Years 


Tiazel Bliss was deformed by Paral- 
ysis when a baby. She was 11 when 
she came to McLain Sanitarium. 
Photos and mother’s letter below, 
tell what 5 months’ treatment did: 





When we arrived at Sanitarium Hazel 
fad « Sere deformed fost ant ented an 
toes. When we left 5 months later, she 
had a nice straight foot and walked with 
her of her foot flat on the 
floor. ly recom your 
Sanitarium to any crippled person. 
MRS. EDITH BLISS. 
Cooperstown, New York: 
FOR CRIPPLED CHILDREN 
The McLain Sanitarium isa thor- 


oughly equipped private institu- 
tion devoted exclusively to the 
treatmentof Club Feet, Infantile 
Paralysis, Spinal Disease and 
Deformities, Wry Neck, Hip Dis- 
ease, Diseases of the joints, es- 
pecially as found in children 
anil young adults. Our Book, 
“Deformities and Paralysis” and 
“Book of References” sent free. 


The L. C. McLain Orthopedic Sanitarium 
vats 944 Aubert Avenve, St. Louis, Mo. 
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and children of all ages are printed on 
each bottle. You must say “California.” 


















Just crumble up a 
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¥ wil! seek it eatit ,dieoutdoors. 

| Esziest, quickest, cleanest 
way. 25c end 35e. All drug- 
ists or general stores. 
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Protect that cavity! 
Guard against further decay. Stop the 


| ache. Treat cavity regularly with Dent’s Tooth- 
ache Gum, It does four things for bad teeth. 
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TOOTHACHE GUM 


| 1. Stops toothache instantly 

> * 2. Cleanses & protects cavity 

: f 3. Retards further decay 
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4. Destroys ali odor 
Gam contains no creosote or 
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Made for 35 years by C. S. Dent & Cc., 
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24 INCH STRAND BEAUTIFUL GRADUATED $64 
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BX. BLUE BIRD PEARLS — 
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hs 7 Send nomoney. Pay after 5 days 
free trial. These exquisitely fash 
jonable pearls, 24-inch strand with 
solid gold clasp, $20 retail value, 
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Rich! Luaustroust A beautiful gift. 
25-year written money-back guarantee 
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your colds with Musterole 
before pneumonia starts. 


’ MCC A I I S fit For whom that passing bell? Musterole is a clear, white oint 
. (The pale Pilgrim rises from his seat ment made with oil of mustard. 
F 





on the rock and moves slowly toward It has all the healing properties of 

















DECEMBER a sae hea tee 
procession which is issuing from 
the postern gate. Men-at-arms head ee ane ee ees pas plaster 
the procession with torches; nuns utnoneo e unpleasant features. 
follow; then a litter on which Biorn Musterole is not messy to apply 
lies, clad in complete armor. Beside and without the blister. 
him walk Verena and Gabrielle, At the first sneeze or sniffle 
bearing candles. take down the little white jar of 
VeRENAS: O Sintram, behold thy sire, Musterole from the bathroom 
Who dying calls on thee | shelf and rub the ointment gently 
To save him from eternal fire; over the congested spot. 
Hark to thy father’s plea, With a tingling warmth it pene- 
Earl Biorn hath mocked the Holy One, trates the skin and goes right 
Daring His curses on his son; down to the seat of trouble. 
On Biorn recoils the curse he gave, Rheumatism, tonsillitis, lum- 
And thou alone his soul can save. bago, coughs and colds are all 
SINTRAM: What shall I do his soul to Symptoms that call for Musterole. 
: save? : Order Musterole today from 
VERENA: There is one way and one alone: your druggist. 35¢ and 65c in 
Save first thine own. Jars and tubes; hospital size, $3. 
SintraM (recoiling): It were unjust The Musterole Co., Cleveland, Ohio 
To ask me to forego BETTER THAN A MUSTARD PLASTER 
All hope of love— : 
I who have known alone the woe s 
— The loveless and the lonely know— bo 
I shall not yield her! No! I will 
not! No! : 
; ; ‘ : ‘ (Biorn heaves his huge armored bulk di 
A most delightful and fashionable gitt this season 1s up to a half sitting posture on the ih 
in es ar 7 Ys eienaidhe aide OSes “all? litter, resting on one mailed hand.) 
a subscription to McCall’s Magazine. Give McC all’s means ee tide eek te 
to a friend you want to remember in a particularly I cry to thee to save! (A loud, harsh C ked S at 
» - " rf . ° e po 
. pleasant way. She will really receive twelve gifts in- tae tie Bante cites te = rooke pines re 
stead of one—a gift every month in the year that will armor, vitor closed. He strides ; WW ENs ts Straight " 
bring a reminder of you and your friendship. McC all’s — to the Utter and points at .- pa Thousands of | I 
wants to share in the gift, and makes you this special | Lirrte Master: Rave on! Rave on, my B Anold lady, 72y - 
+. : i knave! ; He 
offer— I claim thee for my own! (To The for 
Cc 9 Pale Pilgrim.) ax 
Now, Master Rag-and-Bone, re 
Take him, my gossip—and they soon ues 
Na 


| shall see 
MAGAZINE How Neighbor God delivers him to me! 


VeRENA: Sintram! My son, 


2 One Year Subscriptions ||) s:% (ee 


Thy father needs thy sword, 


= 50 Lest all we yield pgfan: 
or yY a To Satan and his horde! (Crying in We will prove its value in 
-» your own case There is no 
r > “he hoto Te) 

















terror.) 
. eas LitTLeE Master (to Sintram): If thou lay 
One of the two subscriptions may be your own, and the other hand on me, 
a gift, or both subscriptions may be gift subscriptions. You save 50 Thou losest_ Gabrielle. , 
cents. The subscriptions may be new, or renewal, in which case the GasRIELLE: Sintram! Thy sword! 
ot : Draw! Drive him back to hell! 
gift subscription will start when the present subscription expires. Grereane: © God! Is there no other way? 
F ubscription send $1.00. F ‘o subscriptions send es oat 
, or one subdscript:cn send li. . or two SuDSC riptions Se nc VERENA: Slay, Sintram, slay! 
$1.50. For three subscriptions send $2.25. For four subscriptions Att: Obey! tigate 
send $3.00. Little MasTER (laying one hand on Biorn) : Send For Our Free Book 
Quick, Bag-o’-Bones! j irises tt 
, ee ’ : Deliver him to me! (Seizes Biorn and _will aid ni ng /ou a 
McCall’s Will Send a Beautiful Christmas Card throttles him). PHILO BURT. MFG. CO. * 
I cannot kill without thee! ‘ Odd Fellows’ Temple, Jamestown, N.Y D3 
“or , ' * SmytraM (hurls The Little Master aside) : = 
On Christmas morning your friend will receive a beautiful Now thou shalt die whatever be the a fr 
> ard . . at if * 80? . | 
near ‘ - = oo n a on it announcing your gift. McCall’s a fa KEEPS SHOES SHAPELY ov 
Magazine will send this card tor you. yselit ; ee 
- LittLe Master: Strike, and thy Love is HIDES LARGE JOINTS . 
Great as has been the success and growth of McCall’s during ’ lost! —— a c 
the past twelve months, the coming year will bring even more won- | Gasriette: Strike, and the world shall 
pas c g ye & even more wt know that Gabrielle 
derful issues—the greatest novels of the year, the most beautiful Loves thee, O Sintram! — 
pictures, the most popular stories, the famous McCall style designs, SrntrAM (striking): Down! Back to the 
iuthoritative information on all important home activities. What _depths of hell! 
better gift for your friend 1 what better gift f self There (Sintram’s sword passes through The 
erg ir friend and what Detter gl t for yourself, 1ere Little Master who falls flat on his 
will be no question of w hat to give, no tiring shopping to be done. back.) Affords instant relief for bunions and large joints, hides 
All you have to do is to fill out the special order blank below and If | Brow: Sintram! God bless thee! pa a ES 
mail it immediately. Mail it today so that it may be sure to be re- O Pilgrim Pale, confess me !— shoe dealer or druggist. Write today for special A 
- rp . Abbess! I kiss the cross— free trial offer. No pay if no relief. State size of shoes 
ceived in time to forward the Christmas card so that it will reach (Touches kis sword hilt with his lips and if for right or left foot. - 
your friend on Christmas morning. and falls back motionless.) The Fischer Manufacturing Co. s 
: GABRIELLE: Death is no loss Pest Gaines! Goch Gite. Som, OO, Giwstine, SS 
: That wins eternal life, 


Full or Spare Time Work 


can be turned into dollars. Hundreds of men 
and women add from #10 to $30 a week to 
their incomes by our easy plan. If you can 
give full time to it, you can make much more. 

Simply imtroduce our quick-selling 
Ho-Ro-Co. soaps, toilet articles, extracts and 
household needs to your friends. Big repeat 





+. 
When God forgives. 
| Mail Your Order At Once Soom sah een th 
Thy warrior lives! 
(Sintram turns to The Pale Pilgrim, 
who is slowly passing. Lightning, 
then thunder.) 
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McCall s Magazine, / Patio SINTRAM : Take me with thee, my friend; orders come easy. 
250 West 37th St.. New York, N. Y. This is the end! Start now to make more money. Write 
sie he Pircrm™m: Sintram, God wins! today for free sample case, offer and full 
I accept McCall's Christmas Offer and en- Sintram, thy life begin-! particulars. 
close $ for which send McCall's Maga- Yon storm is Life! HO-RO-CO., 
e zine to the addresses given below: Enter the strife. 186 Locust St., St. Louis, Mo. 






I am thy friend; 
Send for me at the end. 



































































ED cucncbads 66600068 0c on 0eueReeeenen> 6s Gee 
; i , Through yonder storm 
Eacal Rides the rude soul of Biorn, Heres a Prescription 
i; — Rescued from hell by thee! 
Post Office Farewell! Farewell! f Cc hs 
| and State seeeee (Sintram holds out his arms beseech- or oug 
i ingly. The Pale Pilgrim passes. 
; Att: Farewell, O Death! Farewell! For quick relief try PISO’S—A Hil 
Suis Saen cubetine GA Atom Go be ricees Se . ee — (Mount Falcon takes Sintram by the most effective syrup different from | 
and Eve driven from the Garden Local hand and leads kim to Gobrieie. She eae Piesenat coe ter —no | 
| of Eden, will be reproduced in Address , . - cn: binhscmerecnes naan lays both hands on his shoulders, upset stomach. Sethe ert i 
: ao a. 9 kisses him, points toward the gather- obtainable everywhere. ii} 
} car M cCall’s wi send to . st ¢ fice ing storm.) "Sc IH} 
: announce your gift to your friend. and State ...... aetéeh odtnewsOee8beteen eres (Sintram kneels, touches her kirtle with PISO’S—For Coughs & Colds i | “KR 
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: are of the best, the saving is considerable. Wr Dr. 
ee - HERMAN REEL CO., 201 Grand Ave., Milwaukee, Wis. Bwast 
Z ' 





McCall’s Magazine for December, 1922 


Gray air! 


CIENCE has found the natural way to restore the 

color to giay hair! Tru-Tone, the marvelous new 

ientific discovery, restores the colorless hair to its 
true, original shade. It does not discolor the hair—it 
re-colors it through a simple, normal process. 

Tru-Tone is not an ordinary dye, or stain, or tint. 
It is pleasant and simple to use—none of the muss and 
trouble of an ordinary color-restorer It makes no 
difference whether your hair was black, blonde or auburn, 
Tru-Tone works equally well, making your hair appear 
the same as it was before it had even a trace of gray in it. 


SEND NO MONEY 


On receipt of coupon below, we will send you a full 
size $3.00 bottle of Tru-Tone for which you pay the 
postman only $1.45 (plus postage). This is a specially 
reduced introductory offer. If, after a fair trial, you are 
not delighted with results, return what is left and we will 
refund your Bag at once. Just mail the coupon now— 
no money. ‘one will be sent to you in a plain, 
sealed package—no marks to indicate contents. 


SEND NO MONEY 


DOMINO HOUSE, Dept. T-S7C, 269 South 9th St., Philadelphia, Pa. 

Please send me a regular $3.00 bottle of Tru-Tone 
for which I will pay the postman only $1.45 plus post- 
age. Although [ am benefiting by this special reduced 
price, I retain the privilege of returning what is left of 
Tru-Tone if, after a fair test, I am not pleased with 
results and you agree to refund my money. 


Address 
If you wish you may send money with coupon and save 
postage. (Price outside U. 8. $1.60 cash with order.) 











Face PowperR E 


As a girl, Mother's box of Lablache fascinated 
and tempted me. Its daintily fragrant powder 
cooled and refreshed my skin. 

Now, in. grown-up years, Lablache is still my 
choice for its punty, soft- 

ness and clinging 

quality. 




















The Honorable Burford 


[Continued from page 55] 


both hands. He had been watching her 
with languid eyes for a long time. 

“= ou are taking great care of me, 
nurse,” he murmured. “I wonder why?” 
And before she could utter a word in 
answer he took her hand. 

She knelt down instantly beside his 
pillow. “You know why, my darling,” she 
said, and her voice quivered. 

He smiled a very shaky smile. “Tell 
me!” he said. And with her face close to 
his, she told him. 

“Oh, Everard,” she whispered, “I would 
not say it before. In my pride I let you 
go. But my heart has been nearly broken, 
and I will tell you now. Everard, I never 
—loved him. I did not know what love 
was till you came to me.” He drew her 
head very tenderly down upon his pillow. 

“T was a brute to you. I want to know if 
you can ever manage to blot out those two 
years of your life and give the rest to a 
man you do not know—a man who has 
treated you abominabiy, but who would 
do his best to make you happy if you could 
bring yourself to forgive him, and—let him 
—try?” She leaned toward him with pas- 
sionate, yearning tenderness. 

“Everard darling, you shall not ask me 
such a thing. The only happiness I desire, 
the greatest happiness I can think of, is 
to be with you. Oh, don’t you under- 
stand?” His weak arms went round her 
as she ended. 

“There is a chain somewhere that used 
to be round my neck. Can you find it?” 

She brought it to him, a slender chain 
with a gold ring dangling from it. Burford 
detached the latter with shaking fingers. 

“Your friend Owen would like to see 
this,” he observed, taking her hand in his 
with a tremulous smile. “A noble fellow, 
dear girl, but a trifle uncivilized. Still, I 
have something to be grateful to him for. 
I did not know, till he somewhat inartisti- 
cally informed me, that—my wife—cared.” 

“She has told you so herself now,” mur- 
mured Kathleen, tears rushing to her eyes. 

“She has done more than that,” he said 
with great tenderness, “far more than she 
herself will ever know. Now, darling! 
What a thin hand it is. The third finger, 
don’t you know. Ah! That is better. 
You must never take it off again. Now 
kiss me, little wife.” 


IX weeks later, when the Honorable 

Burford and his wife landed in Eng- 

land, behold, they trod enchanted 
ground, and all the world lay smiling at 
their feet. 

And in far-off Kashmir, amidst the cold 
glory of that loveliest of countries, Owen, 
stifling a burning heartache, was throwing 
himself earnestly into recruiting for the 
English army. Young Cheviot was with 
him, at once his consolation and his torment, 
for he was a constant reminder of Kathleen. 


Fortune’s Fool 


[Continued from page 81] 


expedition, and her parcels were piled high 
about her in her sedan-chair. She had 
come out in spite of the pestilence and 
against her friends’ advice. It was not 
more than half an hour since the removal 
of a citizen who had been smitten with the 
pestilence at the very foot of Paul’s steps, 
when Miss Farquharson’s chair came past 
the spot. Her chairmen were making their 
way as carefully as possible through the 
fear-ridden crowd. Suddenly dominating 
all other sounds, a harsh croaking voice 
arose somewhere behind but very close to 
the chair: 

“There goes one of those who have 
drawn the judgment of the Lord upon this 
unfortunate city!” 

Suddenly she was hemmed about by the 
hostile mob. The chair came at last per- 
force to a standstill just opposite the Paul’s 
Head, on the steps of which Colonel Holles 
was at that moment standing. He rushed 
down the steps toward the chair, but just 
then assistance arrived from another 
quarter. A tall man in sapphire velvet 
with gold lace appeared abruptly upon the 
scene. He had drawn his sword, and with 
the menace of this and of his voice, com- 
bined with his imperiously commanding 
mien, he clove himself a way through the 
press. His Grace of Buckingham—for al- 
ready the people had recognized him, and 
his name had been uttered with awe in their 
ranks—stepped ahead, and waved back 
those who stood before him. He advanced 
to the window of the chair, swept off his 
broad plumed hat, and bowed until the 
golden curls of-his periwig almost met 
across his face. 

“Child!” he exclaimed, a hand upon his 





How to Overcome Con- 
stipation Without 
Laxatives 


Why doctors advise 


N THE OPINION of lead- 
ing medical authorities, an 
almost incalculable amount 

of injury is done by the con- 
tinued use of laxatives and 
cathartics. 


These intestinal irritants, says 
one distinguished physician, 
provide temporary relief only, 
at the expense of permanent 
injury. It is the common opin- 
ion among medical authorities 
that laxatives and cathartics 
are an ineffective, even dan- 
gerous, method of treating con- 
stipation. Not only are these 
drugs found to be a means of 
prolonging and aggravating 
constipation, but they fre- 
quently start a habit which 
leads to many troublesome 
disorders. 


No wonder that science has 
sought a newer, better way to 
overcome constipation. After 
years of study there has been 
found in lubrication a means 
as simple as Nature itself. 


Lubrication 
In perfect health a natural 
lubricant keeps the food waste 
soft. Thus it is easily elimin- 
ated. But when you are con- 
stipated there is not enough of 
Nature's lubricating liquid pro- 





Mistol, a neu product, for 
Colds in head, Nasal Catarrh, 
Laryngitis, Bronchitis, Hoarse- 
ness and acute paroxysms of 
Asthma and Hay Fever. Made 
by the makers of Nujol. 











Guaranteed by Nujol Laboratories 








FREE 


internal lubrication 


duced in the bowel to keep the 
food waste soft and moving. 
To find something to take the 
place of this natural lubricant, 
leading medical authorities con- 
ducted exhaustive research. 
They discovered that the gentle 
lubricant, Nujol, acts like this 
natural lubricant and thus re- 
places it. As Nujol is not a 
laxative, it cannot gripe. More- 
over, by preventing straining, 
Nujol not only soothes the suf- 
fering of hemorrhoids (piles), 
but relieves the irritation, 
brings comfort and helps to 
remove them. Nujol is not a 
medicine in any sense of the 
word and, like pure water, it 
is harmless and pleasant to 
take. These facts have led to 
its adoption in leading hospi- 
tals throughout the world for 
the treatment of constipation 
and resulting ailments. 


The lubricating action of Nujol 
has helped thousands of people 
to overcome constipation, and 
free themselves from laxatives 
and cathartics, thereby won- 
derfully increasing their capac- 
ity for usefulness, activity and 
enjoyment of life. 


Test Nujol yourself. For sale 


by all druggists. 


For Constipation 


Nujol 


A Lubricant—Not a Laxative 


Standard Oil Co. (New Jersey) 








Nujol, Room 8128S, 44 Beaver Street, New York. For this 
coupon and 10 cents, stamps or coin, to cover packing and 
tage, please send me a trial bottle of Nujol and 24-page 
klet, ‘“‘Dangers of Constipation.’’ (For booklet only, check 
here () and send without money). 


heart, a startled look on his handsome face, 
“what imprudence, my dear Sylvia, to 
show yourself here in the city. From my 
soul I return thanks to Heaven that by a 
miracle I chanced to be here to save you 
from this peril!” 

(Continued in the January McCatu’s] 


TRIAL 
BOTTLE 


Beauty in Every Box 
“KREMOLA” is a snow white cream that does 
wonders for the complexion. Clears u amud- 
dy or sallow complexion. The AutoW oman’s 
Protection. Elegant for man after shaving. 

At dealers or MAIL, $1.25. Free Booklet. 
Dr. C. H. Berry Co., 2975 Michigan Ave., Chicago 
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he Course of True Love—’ 
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marriage, a subject much neglected by a generation 
of writers who can see a plot only in the misad- 
ventures of the married 

When race and religion interfere with the course of true 
love, the problems of the lovers are unfathomable. For 
centuries soundings have been made by priests, parents, 
politicians and patriarchs who together offer no surer guide 
for such sad lovers than that to be found in individual 
preference and tolerance. 

Financial difficulties such as the support of a parent or 
minor brothers or sisters delay many a marriage. These 
troubles are like breakers along the shore of the sea of 
matrimony; they threaten a period of hardship and danger 
beyond which is smooth sailing. Great is the responsibility 
of the girl in this adventure for she is at the helm. It is the 
woman who spends a man’s earnings for him, who holds 
the power of life and death over his success. 

To lovers, there is no difference in the magnitude of 
their misfortunes, no great and no small. A squall is as bad 
as a hurricane. Therefore in selecting the letters printed 
this month, I have not discriminated between riffles and 
tidal waves 

I merely have arranged a sequence of letters from lovers 
which deal with new aspects of old quarrels, and I have 
placed them so that one letter augments, explains or answers 
the preceding. 


“‘Her Love-Lit Dream”’ 


Dear Mrs. Wilcox 

I dream as I walk to school; I dream while I work, 
while I am playing the piano—oh, such wonderful dreams! 

I know they are fantasies but I cannot part with them. 
Why, if these precious dreams were taken from me, the 
greatest part of my happiness would vanish! 

I dream of a wonderful love which is coming to me 
some day, of the fine, understanding man who will be my 
partner and pal. I plan for the little home, and how I will 
love to arrange it and decorate it, and the children who 
will be mine and his 

How I will love my children! I will teach them to 
know all the beautiful things of life 

Probably many a young girl has had dreams like mine— 
dreams which have faded. Can I trust my dreams to come 
true? Or will my castles crash like so many others?— 
FE. I., Massachusett 


S: rHIS is a page about courtship or love before 


LTHOUGH the above reads like a modern version of 
“The Maiden’s Prayer,” it is in fact a sincere expression 

of “the vague strong feelings of tender yearnings and the 
accompanying restlessness, the pangs and storms of emotion 
that often mark adolescence.” 

It will be difficult for the girl to free herself from 
bondage 

She is, now, in the sleeping beauty stage of her ex- 
istence from which a lover can release her. Her elders will 
accomplish nothing by censuring her, a little by substituting 
activity for dreaming 

The older woman who writes below divines the truth 
about her emotions and must cure herself—or endure herself. 


“**He Cometh Not,’ She Said”’ 


Dear Mrs. Wilcox 

I am almost desperate 
life seems utterly hopeless 

I am more attractive than many girls. I attend all im- 
portant social affairs, I never lack for dancing partners—but 
that ends it 

It’s all right to be given a good name by my acquaint- 
ances but I desire the companionship and friendship of 
fine men 

Although my ideaseare entirely modern, I do not believe 
that a girl should pursue a man. I have known three men 
well, but never one capable of loving me as I long to be 
loved 

Sometimes I wish I could have just one great beautiful 
affair to satisfy my starving heart; afterward, I would be 
willing to endure years of loneliness 

Today men are like bees, it seems to me, flitting from 
one fragrant flower to another. Isn't there one bee for me? 

H. R. F., Wisconsin 


At heart I am a good sport but 


‘Waiting for the May!” 


Dear Mrs. Wilcox: 

Isn't it queer how a woman is always waiting? 

First a girl waits to be old enough to go to school, then 
to be ten years old; then she waits for Sixteen and Sweet- 
hearts; then for Eighteen and Life; after that for her 
husband—and babies, followed by the devotion of her big 
sons and darling daughters; and finally for sweet little 
grandchildren. 

Life is queer to an eighteen-year-old girl. This summer 
I traveled hand-in-hand with experience, and won some 
hard battles, and watched some ideals fade. 

Now I am just waiting for the love of a good man. 

But suppose he doesn’t come? 

What is going to be my compensation?—B. T., Canada. 








O get one’s trouble off | 
one’s mind by telling it | 
to someone else is an old 
practice which modern psy- | 
chology recognizes and com- 
mends. If you havea per- | 
sonal problem which baffles | 
you, if you feel the need of 
an understanding and sym- 
pathetic listener, submit 
your perplexity to a woman 
who has read over 100,000 
letters from confused and |} 
harassed persons. Sign in- 
itials only if you prefer. 
| For a personal reply, send 
a stamped and self- ad- 
| 

















dressed envelope. Address your letters to Mrs. 
Winona Wilcox, McCall’s Magazine, 236 West 
37th Street, New York City. 











‘Deep as First Love’’ 


Dear Mrs. Wilcox: 

After finishing three years at boarding school, I came 
home only to fall in love, the second day, with my ideal man. 

Although I am seventeen, here’s a question I am unable 
to solve: 

Is there such a thing as love at first sight? Or am I 
liable to fall for the first man who pays me any attention 
just because I’ve been shut up in a boarding school for 
girls?—M. M., Ohio. 


HE preceding confessions were made by normal girls. 
Their frankness is up-to-date and illuminating, other- 
wise the confessions are not novel. 

“*T am half sick of shadows,’” said the Lady of Shalott, 
whose mirror visioned her subconscious wish. The modern 
maid does not wait for her mirror to crack, the heart of 
the modern girl does not grow weary while waiting for 
the May because the sophisticated young woman of the 
time very wisely gets out into the busy world and does 
something worth while. 

The boarding-school girl is no more liable than another 
to fall in love with her first admirer. Fortunately, she 
will love the next one—and the next—for first love is 
seldom deep. This makes it easy for a girl to identify “the 
right man” when he happens along. After him—“there 
isn’t any more.” 


“‘A Least Excuse to Love Me’’ 


Dear Mrs. Wilcox: 

I am in love and was engaged to a man whom I have 
known three years. Six months ago we parted because he 
gets wild over every pretty new face that comes to town. 
His parents and mine are anxious to have us marry. I 
have tried going with other men and it makes him furious, 


but does not keep him from running all over the county to 
call on the most popular girls. 

I am wretched. If I cannot make him love me, my life 
is ruined—N. R., Georgia. 


NOTHER example of woman’s extravagant waste of 

the emotions. 

The girl closes her mind to the thousand wonders of 
existence and hazards her future on the vagrant mood of a 
man of many ioves. He is jealous of her; in his nature 
is the making of a tyrant, one who takes all from a woman 
and returns little, one who will seek excuses to love any 
wéman but the one he marries. 

There’s enough in the brief letter to make an outsider 
conclude that the girl’s life is ruined only if she marries 
the man. 


“‘As the Dial to the Sun’”’ 


HE man has proved his love for me but there is still 

some mysterious barrier between us,” writes Irene. 
Girls often state that “the man has proved his love.” And I, 
as often, wonder how the man managed the miracle. Not 
always, I fancy, as simply and convincingly as he whose 
valiant avowal is quoted in the following: 


Dear Mrs. Wilcox: 

When I refused the proposal of a high-school student, he 
wouldn’t take “no” for an answer. I can hear him, I can 
see his eyes wher. he said: 

“I won't give you up! You mean more to me than any 
other girl! Ill make you care for me if it’s the last 
thing I do!” 

Finally he crushed me in his arms—and I’ve been un- 
happy ever since. When I begged him to forget me he said: 

“Do you really think I ever can do that? You may 
call me a fool but my mind is made up. I'll go out of your 
life, but I'll never forget you. I know I’m handing you over 
to some other fellow for there are plenty who want you, 
but the first one I see you with is going to have me to fight!” 

And he left me standing there knowing he'll do just what 
he said—L, A. C., Maryland. 


HOUSANDS of ideal lovers have said the same thing, 

but isn’t the little story forever delicious? Surely it 
would be hard to find any words more flattering, more 
satisfying to a young girl's soul, or to the older woman's, 
for that matter. 


‘More Love or More Disdain!”’ 


Dear Mrs. Wilcox: 

Upon impulse, I became engaged to a man whom I had 
known less than six months. To marry him, I would have 
to give up a fine home and devoted relatives. When I am 
with him, I am sure I’love him. When we are apart, I find 
many flaws in him. 

A month after my engagement, I explained and asked 
that we wait six months before being engaged. 

He was nearly killed by my disclosure. He swears I do 
not love him, that I have been amusing myself at his 
expense. Naturally, that idea hurt me terribly. I care for 
no one else, but I am not sure that I care for him. I must 
be fair to him, as well as to myself. 

I am calm and unemotional. I wasn’t much thrilled when 
he proposed.—S. W. A., Pennsylvania. 


UGHT not such perplexities, such indecisions to be 
accepted as proof that the girl was wise in breaking 
her engagement ? 

There’s a new cult which advocates promiscuous love- 
making as a test to precede marriage. I am old-fashioned 
enough and exclusive enough not to approve it, but I 
also am broad-minded enough to suggest that S. W. A. of 
Pennsylvania remain unattached until she discovers, by 
experiment if necessary, a man who can disturb her calm. 
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COLOGATe @ 


Gifts that are sure to please 





OR the perplexing problem of 

the “little” gifts nothing equals 
Colgate’s charming toilet articles. In- 
stead of being quickly tossed aside, a 
Colgate Gift is used for a long time 
and is a constant reminder of the giver. 


A box of dainty soap, for instance, 9 @ 
brings to awomanher favored perfume [i 
—perhaps that favorite of three gen- | 
erations, Cashmere Bouquet...... For 
all the children, Ribbon Dental Cream 
that cleans teeth the right way and 
tastes so good...... Give some man a 
Handy Grip and two Refills—365 of 
the best shaves he ever knew...... 
The feminine mind always reacts plea- 
surably to a choice perfume. Please 
her with Florient, that won first place 
in the Perfume Contest, or Cha Ming, 
Cashmere Bouquet and a dozen more. 





You would be glad 
to receive any of these 


—why not give them? 








Your dealer can show you these 
and other Colgate Christmas Gifts 


COLGATE & CO, Est. 1806 NEW YORK 
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Talc Powder, fragrant with 
Florient, or with other fa- 
vored perfumes — Violet, 
Cashmere Bouquet, Eclat, 
Cha Ming, La France Rose, 
Dactylis. For the baby, 
Baby Talc, for tender 
skins 


20c and 25c 


Perfumes in dainty bottles. 
Florient (Flowers of the 
Orient) in a number of 
sizes, and dozens of other 
delicate fragrances to 
please the feminine taste. 


From less than $1, 
up to $6, $8 and $10 


A new Face Powder Com- 
pact that haswon women’s 
favor instantly. A golden 
box, simply decorated, with 
room to engrave your mon- 
ogram. Also in Ebony fin- 
ish. The powder in white, 
flesh or 
rachel . 


$1 the box 


The Handy Grip Shaving 
Stick gives a wonderfully 
cool, smooth shave—but 
that’s not all. 


When the original soap is 
gone, screw in a 
Refill, which costs.. 25¢ 


Handy Grip costs. . 35c 


For three generations 
Cashmere Bouquet has 
stood out as the favorite 
toilet soap. Luxurious, 
lasting, daintily fragrant. 
Two 

sizes .. 10c and 25c¢ 
Also in boxes of six and 
three cakes. 


The bright red box « 
Ribbon Dental Crea 
looks cheery in a Chris 
mas stocking. But a bett 
reason for putting it the 
is that children love 
flavor, and they will 

ast 1. crcccctccs 25 











